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FOREWORD 


3oue years ago Mr Victor GoUancx published my story, 
The ImtiaUon Meaty which was based upon the hormatadv^ theory 
of Paracelsus Since then, more thnn ten years of study and 
research m the re^lm of primitive miigic, art, and ntual, and 
of mediaeval astro-alchemy, magic, and mcdicme, covering 
the whole range of the so-called ‘hermetic sacnccs \ and m 
particular, of couise, the fundamental teachings of Paracelsus 
m the sphere of medicme, surgciy, and the healing art, 
pre pa red the ^vay for the wnting of The Life and Soul of 
Paracelsus A complete blbhography of the worla consulted 
would fill pages and ivould only be of mtcrciL to spcnaliscd 
students. It has been a matter of digging and delving, tifbng 
and sortmg m many odd comers. The result is, I hope, a book 
that may mtCiCSL die general reading pubhe. 

My mdebtedness to the bng out-of prmt Hermsixe and 
Alchemtcd Writings of Aureolus Plohppus Iheophraslas Bombast, 
of Hofunhexm, caUid Paracelsus the GrtoL Now for the first tvne 
faxitfuUy trandaUd in/o English, by A E Waite, two voluma 
London 1894, is hereby acknowledged, and my sp^nl thnnVs 
arc due to Messrs. Routlcdge & Kcgan Paul Ltd., for pcrmis- 
iion to quote firom and make full use of the data and ideas set 
forth in The Isfe (f Pfnhppus TTieophrasius Bombast, of Hohenhtim 
known by the name of Paracelsus and the Substance of fas Teachings, 
by Franz Hartmann MD , to John Murray for pcrmuwioa to 
quote fiiom The Lfe of Partsedsus, by Miss A- Stoddart, mcludmg , 
the letters to and fix»m Elrasmus of RottcrHnm, and to Messrs, 
Zollikofer & Go, St. Gallen, Switzerland, for giving ^ me 
pcrtTiTSsion to quote from and make extensive use of the material 
contamed m the text and note* of the very excellent short 
biographical essay entitled Paracelsus A Gemus Amidst A 
Troubled World, by TLimho dc Tclcpncf (1945) 
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FOREWORD 


My thanks arc also due to Mr. C. J. Hunt, and a friend of 
his, for making translations from certain Latin texts, and to 
Miss Sophie Calm for original research ^\ork in the British 
Museum and elsewhere 

J-H., 

Royal Societies Club, 
London, W.i. 
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BIRTH OF A MONSTER’ 


When an outitandino personality la bom into the 
world, the coda do not crow loader, nor does the sun shine 
more brightly than when a half wit first sees the hght of day or, 
if they do, if there is some natural or supematural heralding 
of the event, it is noticed only by a supcrscnsitivc in fact, by a 
Paiaccliui* 

That squawk? That isn’t a day-old docUing lost behind the 
woodpile m the yard outside. Its the first lusty yell of a 
new bom baby upstairs. And like all babies just dehvered 
from the wirm darkness of the womb, it u nameless, it is no- 
one, It ii the whole hitman race suddenly catapulted from the 
mvinble world of Etenuty mto the three-dimensional world of 
Time wonderfhl and terrible ih ita’tiny nonentity, its puckered 
newness, its helpless antiqmty 

A nameless no-one? Bdore long it will be cnanJed by a 
silver trtunpeted fanfare of names, r^c-h one an echo of its 
five pomted complexity 

Pappus Aoreolus Theophrastus Bombast von 'Hohenham, 
better bicnvn as Paracelsus, was bom, according to some 
aulhontici, on the loth, others say on the 14th orNovember, 
1493, near the village of Mana FinmedeLo, in the canton of 
Schwyx, Switzerland ^ 

In that same year Columbui returned to Spam with the 
fantastic but true story of his discovery of a strange Ne%v Wofld, 
which to the day of his death he beheved to be part of Asia, 
But, m fundamental importance for the spintual mental, and 
phyncal development of mnnlnnH, the discovery of Amenca 
mnnot compare with (he discovery of the 'Novas Mundus 
o1 tne Tljosnuc 'Spneres mat was to Dc made wnen me wrmicJed, 
red, naked mite—now being washed and wrapped in swaddling 
clotheu grew to TTinribood, 

For it IS no mere flourish of words to declare that the work 
accomplished by Bombast Paracelsus during his short lifetime 
(1493 1541) in the n^lrn of astro-alchemical research, cxpcrl 
ment, and intuitional in tight l^ean withm it the seed of 
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something far moic dynamic than any exploration of the earth’s 
surface Something affecting the biochemistry' of man at a 
high-speed level of extra-sensory perception something that 
could release man’s godlike powers and give poise and direction 
to his viciously intellectual monkey-tneks that now threaten 
either total destruction at one supersonic blast, or the break¬ 
down of our "gadget’’-cluttered civilisation, sinking, half 
buried, into the radio-active nibble of a New Dark Age 

At this very'- moment humanity is in dire need of the 
Paracclsian Praxis. Modern Science itself cannot go fonsard 
without it or, if it can, only by becoming more and more 
violently the instrument of mass-hoinicidc with inass-suicidal 
tendencies and perhaps that cannot be loofcd upon as a 
“forward” movement, except by the most embittered cymic^ 

Though It has been the fashion for more than a century to 
class Paracelsus as a Cagliostro by which is meant a self- 
deluded mystic, if not a grandiloquent humbug w c ought to 
remind ourselves of the words of Gotthold Ephraim Lessing 
(1729-1781), who WTOtc “Those who imagine that die 
medicine of Paracelsus is a system of superstitions that w'c have 
foitunatcly outgrown, will, if they once come to know its 
principles, be surprised to find that it is based upon a supenor 
kind of knowledge that ivc have not yet attained, but into which 
we may hope to gro^v ” 

No suggestion here Uiat education, compulsory' or othensnse, 
could bnng us to an understanding of this "supcnoi kind of 
knowledge”. We may “hope to grow'” into it, and, clearly, 
that hope (if it is tlicrc at all) wall only' gleam like an inner 
hght and begin to illumine our regimented, fact-mfested minds 
when we are ready for such illumination, not before Only' a 
poet would dare to put tlic matter so plainly, or be able to find 
words that, for us, living in .the twentieth century, cut so 
surgically-sharp through the accepted fake-culture of what has 
been called, and indeed is, the Era of the Common Man 
Of course every era is an Era of the Common Man, in tlie 
sense that there are always more common that is, average, 
noimal, ordmary people in the world tlian there are extra¬ 
ordinary and uncommon Nevertheless, it is obvuous to anyone 
(or ought to be) that, but for the few freaks, cranks, originals, 
and odd-men-out, mankind m'the mass would still be without 
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fire, ^vithout the lever, the wheel, the club, thro^vmg-stick, 
bow, bolas cats-cradlc, net, plait, loom, dug-out, paddle, 
spade and all the other discoveries, mventions, and devices 
that have enabled Tnan to enslave metals, plants, animals, 
and finally—himself This final enslavement he calls ‘ avilisa 
bon , and today it is a ^vo^ld wide, semi mechanised serfdom 
dominated by the fear of atomic catastrophe on the one hand, 
and the fear of man made poverty on the other 
\Vc stand on the thrcshhold of an Age of Abundance and 
Leisure, and the faflurc to pass through the doonvay mto the 
Nc%v Solar Cmlisation, the coming Sun Power Age, is a 
failure of man. 1 imaginative faculty 
This bears directly upon our subject, for the entire structure 
of the Pamcclsian tcachmg and practice is founded upon one 
reason-Bhattenng statement (hal bj fas god 4 ike faculty of 
imagmaiion, and bj nuans of RtsoUUe ImaginaUony mm can accompli^ 
all things 

In fact, and m four wrds Mem is a god—doa not know it, 
mnnot bchcvc It, and ts afraid to develop and use the God-given 
magical poisen with which he is endowed 
Well, Bombast ts bom—a lomctvhat dchcale baby, it seems— 
and now we must follow him in Hb Qammg-comct career from 
the cradle to the grave. 

The enemies of Paracclius, and his over-sensitive arrogant 
aggicmvc nature made for too many during his Lifetime and 
even after his death took good care to drag his name m the 
mire. Thus, for example, a certain Licber, who called Jilmsclf 
Erastus' bom at Baden, Switzerland, in 1524—when 
Paracelsus was 30 ycara of age—a mere scribbler and 
reputation wrecker who never in hu life set eyes upon the man 
he went out of his way to bchtUc and defame, saw fit to collect, 
afrer the death of the renowned Bombast, all the calummcs and 
lampoons he could find, and published them m four volumes, 
entitled Against iht Ana Me£ani tf PfaUp Tktophrastus Therem 
we read that Paracelsus sprang from the dregs of the people 
That ought, m these days, when any errand boy can 
become Lorf President of the Council and any bus-conductor, 
engine-greaser, or bookmg-cicik may find hnntclf voted mto 
the position of Pnme Minister to be some sort of passport? 
But in the case of Paracelsus the Great, Doctor of Both 
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Medicines (Physician and .Sun:tcc)n), ihc dnyjs urjc ran- 
laminated by'noble Suabum blood —bine m'ite.id of r<d. I or It 
appears that his f;randrathtr, Rtit< r CJmrr; \rin Iloheniuim, 
of the rcnov.iKcI faniilv of Banhasi. tormpod into Ilurnba-t, 
and later into Bombast, i.ditd of Uoinnhrlm after thnr 
ancient scat, Castlt Ilohcnlicim, near the of Idintmtem, 

in the vicinity ofSiiittuarl, \\ hru mliert^, w.r. not only a buddy 
influential Commander ami Dhpetr* r (P the Order <>( tin 
Kmglits of JeriR ilem, r.r Knt'dits IlfopindRt'^, but also an 
extremely impctuoim one %%ho ii'^ramc Inoun for ids ads’en- 
turous journey to tin Holy L.nul in rpid, and for tiic faet rh.tt, 
mhis boisicious ri cblcssncs,, hf* produced an dle<ttim.uc ion-- 
^Vllhclm von Hohenhenn, tin f.ither of our little Bhihp. Tims, 
strangely enongb, the son of tlu h\-hlon of a I nu^ht spf’Inu-. 
according to the lacbcr-outlook, not from 1 nightly blood 
but from “the dregs of llic ptople"’ 

But that IS nothing. 1 lie Licher-iibel v.cnl evni further, and 
' hit well below tiic btU Tor Luber is rptoifd bv Renmldin m 
the Bio^rafihc Uimastlk, Pans, iJje?, as follow^, “Rr.'>st(js say s 
that, wlicn three yr.irs old, P.irarehu-, u.es mutilated hy a 
soldier* others say, bv a swim. U is certain that he had no 
beard and was a v,omau>haicr.“ A.nd, eaxs Rrasius. ' I hardK 
think Paracelsus was a Swiss, for c\cn lliat country could not 
produce such a monster ” 

There IS not one shred of evidence for this mutilation storv, 
nor for the dogmatic assertion that Paracelsus was “a woman- 
Iiater”. It is true that he was cleanshaven during most of his 
lifetime, as his father wxas also It is liard indeed if a man 
cannot go cleanshaven without giving nsc to a gelded monster 
myth’ It is equally true that the life of Paracelsus what little 
IS known of it reveals nothing w'hatcvcr m tlic way of “love 
interest”. There is no Hcloise to this Abelard, no Beatnee to 
tins Dante But can that be taken as proof that he w’as in any 
way a misogynist^ He ncvci married, but that is no proof 
either Beptliovcn never married, and his most passionately 
devoted love-letters, addressed to his “Immortal Bclov^cd”, 
were never posted No one knows wlio she was She is nameless 
and unidentified Although, amongst the vast labyrinth of 
writings attributed to, or actually autographed by 1 hcophrastus, 

' there is not one word that gives even a hidden hint of love- 
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makmg or a love affair of any kind—and not even the ghost of 
an innmorata arises from hearsay gossip, or slanderous rumour 
—there may haVc been an Immortal Beloved unknown to 
friends and enemies alike, and now unknown to history 

This terra tncogTtiia m the map of the life of Paracelsus stands 
out SO clearly that the blank itsdf might seem to hide some 
early secret of the heart too deep for words Many a proud and 
over sensitive personality—and his wasccrtmnly that— crossed 
m love' at the first impact, -may slam to ttc door of the heart, 
that then automatically locks, like a self locking casket, and, 
remaining faithful for ever to one decpscated emotional 
memory— first love, last love —doublccrosscs itself m love 
to the ehd of its days Be that as it may, it is hard to rmngme a 
man so boyishly buoyant, so hair trigger sensitive, so swagger 
ingly m love with bfc remaining from birth to death untouched 
by normal feminine attraction, or unengulfed m some deep- 
auiging passion for a woman, uhless checkmated early on and 
so held static m some lonely ecstasy—or sent adnft upon a 
lifelong search for the lost loved-one. 

There is no suggestion of homosexuality Even Liebcr does 
not make that suggestion He present^ ns with a Paiicelsus 
who at three years of age, hfu—by some fearful mishap— 
been mutilated by a soldier others say by a swmc That is, 
a cimuch a castrated male. But cimuchs although Impotent, 
are by no means women haters The fact is, of course, that 
this mutilation myth was a s^^mHing High Dutch joke m those 
days, mnHc at the expense of a number of learned men, and 
trotted out by Lieber m an attempt to reduce the Great 
Paracdsua to a worthless creature who was not erren a man, 
but a sub-hnmnn monster It would cerfmnly account for 
the fact that he appears to have r<mialncd a celibate all his life. 
But, if that 13 the truth, there arc plenty of other ways of 
accounting for it Thuj for rramplc, there is such a thing as a 
natural cchbate. And, as Jesus is reported to have said 
(Matthew ^ir. 12) Thcte be eunuchs which have made 
themsclvci eunuchs for the kingdom of heaven s sake. 
Paracelsus may have been one of these. Without doubt, he was 
a deeply religious man who, despate all the hbcUous Licbcnsms 
and the venomous drfnmntions of Johannt*<i Herbst, his own 
pnvatc secretary^ was capable of the strictest idf-disapline. 
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Wc may leave the sadistic soldier to liis laniard of air, and 
the ferocious swme to his feast of aromv, findinit *^’Ur ihrer- 
ycar-old Philip entire in his privy parb, and tin world 
unhaunlcd by any emasrnl.itcd monster what'^orver. 

As the “monster’' vanklus into thin air, th< Mar.fUutr 
Paracelsus of the ycab to eonu is alirady spii it-'^pm ^ and 
indwelling within the slightly rnl.ety jihvwical frarnr of Iittlr 
Theophrastus, ^vliose fitlit I, Dof tor Willnhn von IIoht^nl.Mm, 
vva5lhc“natuial son”o( the devit-rna\-c irrKni llospit lUer, 
from whom, no doni>t, the grandi liild inhtritrd both the name 
and, as wc sliall see later on, the crusading {aintit.rrn of a 
Bombast of the Bombasts. 
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THE HOUSE BY THE DEVIL S BRIDGE 

Wilhelm was born at Rohrdorf near Nagold, not far 
from Stuttgart, in 14.57 ^ genealogical entry refera to 

hu nnVnovm mother in one terse sentence Commindalor 

ZBO Rordffrffet per pUtra amaa ijus amatbtna. 

The bar-sunitcr trouble seems to have dogged Wilhelm^ 
footsteps It not only deprived him of the wealth but also of the 
position and career proper to one bearing the name and the 
arms—a bend aigcut, or diagonal bar of silver, upon which 
are ranged three black roundds, or pellets—of a von Hohen- 
hcmL He was, however, able to study at the university of 
Thbmgcn, In Black Forest, and left it wth the degree of 
hccntiatc m medicine. Owmg to the drtg»-of the people 
blot on the Bombast escutcheon, things were difficult enough 
for young Doctor Wilhelm, but, after 1489 they appear to 
have become impossible. His natural father—the tempestuous, 
hot tempered, stick at nothing Ritter Gto^g—suddenly erupted 
m a towenng rage and told the High Court of Justice at 
Stuttgart exactly what he thought of them. He was then called 
upon to make amends for his np-roanng outburst, but whether 
he did or not is unrecorded. Soon after this unfortunate episode, 

' tile hedge-bom son removed hinisclf to Mana Emsicdeln, in 
Switzerland and here, in 1491 at the age of 34, mamed Els 
Ochsner a matron of the Bcncdictmc pilgnm hospital attached 
to the Abbey shnne of Our Lady Thus the by blow of a 
Cuiman knight was united with a itohd Schwyzer peasant 
family—more dregs for the Licbcrs 1 —and the issue of this 
marriage was Phihp Tbeophrastus, their only child And, 
indeed, there was always something of the oxlike Ochsner 
breed in Paracelsus something that broke out with Ritter 
Georg 8 high handed blunder blustering and called a ipadc 
a bloody shovel ^ , 

There was none of this about Doctor Wilhelm. He was a 
qmet and unassuming man who went about his duties m a 
mcthodicil and conscientious manner His bastardy seems to 
have subdued all the Bombast that was m hmi, and left him a 
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steady-going philosopher and a book-lovmg scholar whose 
oveziiding interest lay in the study of “Nature’s mystenes 
and sciences”, rather than any kmd of crusading to the Holy 
Land, wenching, quenching, or reaching out to the stars in a 
cosmic quest for the Secret of the Universe If there was 
anything unusual about Doctor Wilhelm it was his moderation, 
his mild and reasonable nature, his common sense, and his 
dihgent researches mto the medicmal vuLues of herbs, roots, 
plants, etc This knowledge he passed on to his son, but not his 
tranquillity of spirit 

Years later, when he was come to manhood, Paracelsus 
wrote “Each child receives at the time of its bnth a familiar 
spirit or gemus, and such spirits sometimes instruct their 
pupils even -while the latter are in their earliest youth Ihere is 
an mcalculable number of such genn in the Umverse, and we 
may learn tlirough them all the mystenes of the Chaos because 
of then connection with the Mysienum TTiagnum” 

ihe familiar spint received by Philip iheophrastus 
perhaps so named because the 14th of November is Saint 
Philip’s Day, according to tile old calendar was one that 
must have troubled the gentle, studious, and painstaking 
Doctor AVilheim to the end of his da-ys And as the boy grew 
from earhest youth to man’s estate, this home-lo-vdng and 
shghtly humdrum father must have wondered again and 
again how any son of his could be so javehn-swift m hn flashy 
of mtmtional knowledge, so swaggermgly self-assured, so qmck 
to see tlnough and to discard the traditional humbug of all the 
accepted schools of learning, and so ama 7 ingly foolhardy m his 
blastmg, head-on attacks against orthodoxy and authority in 
medicme, rehgion, and philosophy. For the gemus of Paracelsus 
was a fiery spirit that would brook no opposition from those 
sunk in learned stupidity the “Anstotehan Swarm”, as he 
called them. > 

One fork of the Sihl nver still tumbles do-wn from its source 
m the horseshoe watershed of the Drusberg, while the other, 
rising north of the Mithen, still thunders down the Alp Thai and 
sivirls through Emsiedeln as it did over four hundred years ago, 
when the young, wde-eyred colt of a lad ran m and out of the 
house by the Devd’s Bnd^e. It was a long bmldmg with two 
good storeys, the lower one hved m by the Ochsners The 
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nppei" ftorcy had been set aside for Doctor Wilhelm and ha 
^ bnde, Els Ochsner at the time of their mamage. And perhaps 
to tha day, if ^^'c coded an ear m the right direction and were 
lucky enough to tune-in to a 1500 (ajj ) ivavelcngth we might 
hear the cthcnc voice of Doctor Wilhelm s wife saying 

Now, Philip, don t keep nmntng m and out ^and maVing 
fuch a noise. You 11 ivakc GranTcr Rudi He s asleep in the 
porch.' And we might catch the ghostly squeak of her see or 
seven year-old son 

‘I know he Is, Mother—can hear him inormg 
But Granfer Rudi Ochsner, like the other Ochsners—includ 
ing Phflip 1 mother—is nothmg but the ghost of a nnme. The 
smnll boy playing by the Devil s Bndge, the young Bombast 
who, m later life, turned his family name Into a new noun— 
bombast —by just being hli mvn natural self, domimtcs the 
Finnedcln paradise. Children do that, especially delicate and 
supcistusittve children, and when, added to that, the chfld in 
question it a one and-onlv son, he is almost certam to be not 
only Idng-of the-cradJe, but also king-of the-cartle, with the 
grown ups pushed into the background. 

Thus, although Father \inihclm was most certainly the 
central figure m little Philip# ivorld, the son ivas the hub of 
ihe Either s univenc, the apple of hiis eye. We know a little 
about the father of Paracelsus, and we linow what he looked 
like from a contemporary portroiL He dressed always m 
professional black, and wore a land of close-fitting black beret, or 
skullcap His thick curling hair hung low to the nape ofhu neck 
the same bull neck that gave the son such a sturdy appearance 
as a young man. In repose, Doctor ^Vilhclm 8 face was drawn 
and sad, deeply Imcd around the full hpped mouth, with an 
exiia wnnUe-sag carved in a deep icimitar-shapcd gully 
down each check from eye to jowl The nose, thick and long 
empbn^ted the somewhat melancholy ex pression It was, 
indeed, a senous lace, the face of a thoughtfiil student, Hrting 
altogether the jaunty arrogant, almost supercilious higb- 
cockalorum swaggcration that the irnall boy—shy, dreamy, 
quiet as a mouse—was to develop (10 unaccountably) in the 
years to come. The external appearance of Doctor Wilhelm 
b completed by two rings, one on the third finger of cither 
hnnH Hiswork which he earned out with the Utmost diligence 
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and care, was to attend to the medical needs of the sick in the 
district and of the pilgnra-hospital of the Benedictine foun¬ 
dation. 

And, just as the father lacked the features, stance, gait, and 
gestures given by the naturally dominating, high-flying spint 
that mfoimed (at first hiddenly and without any outivard sign) 
his soon-to-be-too-famous son, so also he lacked the star- 
engifted msight, the meteor-swift Paracelsian penetration and 
perception. 

FaAer Wilhelm was pedestnous His son was Paracelsus 
Ajid yet, without that rather ordinary, painstaking, quiet, 
gentle, plodding parent, the Great Paracelsus would have been 
all comet-flash and no medical plus astroalchemical skill. For 
It was, without doubt, the father who laid the foundations of 
that “superior kmd of knowledge” the breath-taking super¬ 
logic of the Paracelsian teaching that, stnve as he might to 
grasp it, always remained just beyond his ken. There was, it 
seems, a Devil’s Bndge between them, across which the good 
Doctor Wflbelm could not pass a pojis asinonim bmlt of that 
all-too-common sense that prevents every “practical man” 
firom understandmg anything. 

Ihus the son, mth star-bom vitahty and audacity, stood 
upon the shoulders of his father, took a flymg leap towards the 
Chaos of Time-Space-Matter the Invisible Umverse that 
extends beyond the range of the five common senses landed 
safely, and returned not only “to tell the tale”, but to 
demonstrate the True Paracelsian Magick in the sphere of 
medicine and surgery 'Brassnecked impudence, wasn’t it^ 
How “they” the Anstotehan Swarm hated him for it' Even 
his mild and gentle father, proud as he was of his bnlhant 
offspring, was bewildered and.a httle sad It seemed such a 
pity to fly m the face, not, perhaps, of Providence, but of 
orthodox medical opimon "Why go out of one’s way to upset 
people espeaally influential people, and those m authonty^ 
Was it really necessary to be qmte so well bombastic? 
Surely it woifld be far better not to be quite so headstrong, so 
dogmatic, so dreadfiilly outspoken, and yes so cmde and 
so rude^ After all, it only puts people’s backs up. . . . 

But none of tins had, as yet, broken loose like a raging 
tornado. Philip was good and quiet, if now and then a httle 
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pigheaded There is nothing to show that he was in any way 
a problem child T Hri- most children who, m later life, 
expand, bunt mto bnlhancc, and display the mimutaVable 
spintoal and mental m^gma of mdwcUing genius, he was, we 
nnagme, shghtly mofied , folded withm hinn^, gnd held 
dreamfast m a cloud of nnl.nowmg Such rhilHrcn often give 
the ifnpreasion of bang rather dull, slow witted, even back 
ward At school the dunce a cap seems to fit them* Whereas 
your problem child is merely a mufit and a trouble to 
Itself and everyone else, and, wben psycho^nnlyscd and 
psychiatnscd, may, and usually does, become a very ordinary 
law abiding atiacn, as dull as ^tchwatcr and without so much 
as a spark of that b linding ly bright fllummation—that sun 
powered shaft of mtuioonal wisdom and knowledge linked 
with the (magical) demonstrational power of an idcopraxist— 
that always marks a Paracelsus. 

All unknowingly Doctor Wflhclm unlocked the second 
star m the hidden galaxy of ha son s genras when to the 
astonishment of the noghboun he had the child baptised 
Theophrastus, after Theophrastus Tyrtamns of Eresus, philo- 
sophCT of the fourth centmy the best known botftm^t of anaent 
Greece, who studied under Plato in Athens and was Aristotle s 
beloved pupiL And fipom an early age almost as soon as he 
could toddle, httlc Phihp Theophrastus was mstructed by ha 
father m the h'^lmg properties and magical powers of plants 
tlmt is, m mcdinnnl herbalism With a clairvoyant eye wc 
may see the tall black robed figure with the child at hu 
tide—^Blg Doctor and Little Doctor—still roaming through the 
forests of the High Etzel and across the Schwyzer valleys, 
stopping here and there to mramme some medically useful leaf 
or blossom—saxifii’agc, a decoction of which a good for stones 
m the bladder or sclagmella, sometimes rsllrd the rcsurrcc 
tion plant orvervam, the dcmon-conjurmg crown of sorceieii, 
or camomile, that cures coughs or colchicum (called naked 
ladies ), a remedy for gout knd rheumatisin* And with a 
dairandicnt ear we may pick up the voicc-impimt of Doctor 
^Vilhelm, still saying 

As you have made up your mind to be a doctor, Thco- 
phrastus, you must know one plant fiom another which u 
good for this complaint, and which for that and whether it be 
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the root, the stalt, the leaves, or the flower. And which are 
poisonous and which are not. And\how to prepare them for 
use, for a great deal of the virtue in them depends upon when 
they are picked and how they are dried and stored.” 

In this way, out of doors m the sunlight and fresh air the 
best medicme for a rather peeky child with a tendency to 
rickets Doctor Wilhelm opened Nature’s gateway to his son, 
httle lealismg that Phihp Theophrastus would walk straight 
through the Mineral, Vegetable, and Animal Kingdoms of the 
Natural world of normal sensory perception, into the Super¬ 
natural, the matrix contaimng the One Umversal Substance 
from which our three-dimensional world is constructed, and 
where only the paranormal cognition of a Paracelsus can be 
used. 
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SCHOOLING BEGINS, AND ENDS 

Theophrastus was still a sthaU boy of^ wc may 
suppose, not more thnn seven or eight years of age, and 
perhaps less, when his mother'died. ‘Man receives his spirit 
and fbody not from his fethcr and mother, wrote Paracelsus 
after many years of >vandcnng, but from God nnd from 
Nature, acti^ through the parents His spirit and body are 
formed m his mother, but do*001 originate with her The three 
substances or elements that go to mfllr up the constitution of 
rmn arc umvcisJ Man is merely a centre or focus through 
whichtthey acL In another place, he wrote ‘The child s 
mother is its planet and its ascendant And now his ‘planet 
and ascendant was laid to rest, leaving the house by the 
Devil a Budge empty and desolate, the churmng roar of the 
Slid nver a dreary threnody, and the coming and going of 
pilgiiuis, monks, pack hoisci begging frim, grandees, w^ 
cutters, charcoal burners, chapmen tinkers, drovers, teamsters, 
and all the busy life that flowed to and from the Abbey shnne 
of Our Lady of Pmncdcln a dismal shadowgraph of meaning 
less fliapcs 

The mournful and melancholy trait m Doctor Wilhelm, 
now a lonely ividower, increased The early death of his wife 
took the heart out of tbmgs. He became even quieter, and 
Worked harder toilmg the day through and often far mto the 
night to attend to the crowds of nek pilgrims scabby, scrofulous, 
sore footed, cnppled, matm^ I 

Another blow of fate bad come upon him The Swabian 
ivar broke out m 1499, and he suddenly found bimuclf an 
rni^my ahcn The l^mbasts were a noble Swabian faifuly, 
and here he was among the fighting Schwyzers, Too much i 
student philosopher to be caught up and swept away by the 
shouts and tumults of war, his non belligerency —his desire 
not to take sides and to be left alone m peace—would m ificlfi 
be enough to rnnkr tbrngs difficult. No dc/ubt he felt his 
unfortunate position acutely for m spite of the fact that he 
had lived and worked m Einsicdeln for some ten yean, ivas 
( . *3 
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highly esteemed and respected by everyone, both as a friendly 
neighbour and as a hardworking and skilful medical man, 
and was himself very much attached to the place and devoted 
to his work, m 1500 he packed what' belongings he could 
cairy, aud, with his son, left the Schwyzer canton for ever 
It must have been hke the expulsion from the Garden of 
Eden. 

The forlorn couple now proceeded upon the long and 
weary journey from Switzerland to the small to^vn of ViUach, 
in Ka^thia, north-east of the Repubhc of Vemce, and west 
of the Kingdom of Hungary. 

Perhaps Doctor Wilhelm wished to put as rnany rmles as 
possible between himself and the Swiss Confederation, and 
between himself and the Duchy of Swabia, in south-west 
Bavaria Anything for a quiet life. However that may be, from 
Emsiedeln to Villach is a distance of three hundred Enghsh 
miles as the witch flies on her broomstick. 

Havmg settled in Villach, Doctor Wilhelm von Hohenheim 
was appomted town physician in 1502, and here he lived for 
thirty-two years Soon after their ainval m the Karinthian 
town, he felt it was time for Theophrastus to go to school, 
and made arrangements for him to attend the Bergschule. 
In this school, founded by the Fuggers of Augsburg for the 
training of overseers and analysts m the work of supenntenrlmg 
the mines and analysing ores and metals, Doctor Wilhelm was 
himself employed to teach chemical theory and practice, for 
It seems he had a wide knowledge, not only of natural philo¬ 
sophy, botany, and herbal lore apphed to medicme, but also 
of the metallurgy and chemisUy of his day. , 

Father and son hved in the Haupt Platz, or Market Place, at 
No. 18, where Wilhelm had his own small laboratory m which 
he earned out various metallurgical tests m connection with 
the Fuggers’ mines. Each day Theophrastus went to the 
Bergsphule m the Lederer Gasse At first it must have seemed 
strange to see his father walk into the classroom, and to sit with 
the other boys on the wooden benches hstening to that qmet, 
familiar voice explaining. “Gold, then, is the most perfect of 
aU metals It retains its perfection without tarnishing. It 
resist the action of fire, and of most corrosive hqmds, and is 
unaffected by ,sulphur. All other metals silver, mercury. 
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copper, iron, tin, lead—arc wjrking continnoualy towards 
gold arc striving to become rgold by the sloi? processes of 
Nature s alchemy Thus, the fundamental substance of metals 
IS one, and common to all, and this substance is, m course of 
time, and after throwing aside the foreign and evil sulphur of 
the baser nfctals by a process of gradual digestion, rhnngcd by 
the virtue of its own mward-dw^TI»ng sulphur into gold, which 
IS the final aim of all metals, and the true mtcntion of 
Nature. ' 

And as he listened, Theophrastus said to hiirndf I know 
all this—and muchj more. I know without having to be told 
I know as though—as though I had been told by—some inner 
voice. It 18 not merely a matter of metals striving towards 
gold— bai of Geld stnmng to btcomt th SimJ And then he 
lat aghast and wondciatruck, not listening to his father any 
moi^ ^ How do I know that ivithout being told? he asked 
hnnsclfl And that other, inner voice—the voice of ha own 
gemus—went on lectuimg to him 

AU things are striving to perfect themiclvcs, without 
knowing it. All things are of One Basic Substance— LIGHT 
And because tbe^ are all of tha one substance they are all akm 
^d linked together Thus, metals build up plants animals, 
human beingi These living thmgs arc really metals perfecting 
thcmscivei, and therefore * 

* Theophrastus, I don t think you arc hstming? 

I*m sorry, sir I—I was thinking 

Pay attention, ray boy You will have time, to thmt 
afterwards ’ 

But, at that moment, it must have been impossible to pay 
attention, for he heard the voice of his own illnmmation, 
saying 

' Man IS a run and a moon and a heaven filled with stars. 
The world u a mnn, and the hght of the sun and the stars is 
his body This hght body r«nnot be grasped and yet is a 
material thing because^ without substance nothing exists If 
the light of the sun did not act in the world, nothing would 
grow The human body is vapour materialised by suuihmc 
with the l^c of the stars * 

His fethcr’i voice, still lecturing to the class upon chemical ^ 
matters from the Orthodox point of view fed^ to a quiet 
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wordless drone that soon became the drowsy hum of a bumble¬ 
bee. Theophrastus heard only the voice of his own solar spirit. 
But his father had noticed the far-away, trancc-hkc wondcrdnft 
in the boy’s eyes, not once but many times; day after day, at 
almost every lesson. 

"My boy,” he said gently, when instruction was over and 
Theophrastus turned to go with the others, “you were day- 
dreanung most of the time, were you not^” 

"Yes, father sir.” 

"You will never gather knowledge by day-dreaming ” 

But the young Paracelsus had already gathered a whole 
world of knowledge a sun and a moon and a heaven filled 
with stars Microcosm and Macrocosm A New Universe of 
haitiiomc vibrations the Music of the Spheres had come 
day-dreaming into consciousness the first clear intimations of 
that "‘supenor kind of knowledge” that went far beyond any of 
his father’s chemistry, or botany, or natural philosophy out 
and out beyond the confines of Time and Space in and m to 
the centre-core of being And Theophrastus knew this was so, 
without bemg told, knew that his father could never jump to 
this mterstellar penetration of all thmgs The gap between 
them was the Sun’s splendour And the New Light that blinded 
the father, so that he saw a flash and then darkness, lit up and 
infoimed the son’s mmd, and his body also. He was filled with 
the energy of a giant, an energy that never left him, even to 
the day and hour of his death It was solar energy taken direct 
from the Sun, and by it he not only perfouned miracles of work 
as an ideopraxist of the Divine Magick, but miracles of healing 

miracles that generated such venomous hatred in the 
Aristotehan Swarm that they brought about his downfall, 
and finally his physical death. 

The Anstotehan Swarm hate him to this day, and that is 
why the name of Paracelsus, if it is known at all, is smeared 
with sneers and half rubbed out with shrugs of the shoulders, 

/ or mud-spattered with such epithets as charlatan, braggart, 
mountebank, quack, rogue, cheat, ignoramus. Upstart, self- 
deluded vapourer, and a hundred others Even in defending the 
man, four hundred years after his strange and tragic end v/as 
It murder planned and earned out by the medical faculty of 
his day^ we run the nsk of bemg smirked at, if not insulted. 
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by those who Imagine that the medicme of Paracelsus is a 
system of supentiDons that we have fortimntcly outgrown 

The rofinmg of metals, the ^am teaching m the Fug^jUS 
Dobcratsch mmmg school^ was not a subject usually mcluded 
m the tinming of a doctor, but it swung the mmd of young 
Theophrastus towards those alchemical operations and 
‘ipagyncal processes that, under the quickenmg touch of his 
in^m genius, were soon to reveal somethmg far more ftmda 
mental, subtle, and practical »hnn the gold-cooking ’ of the 

pufTers’ (chemists and alcbcnusts) to >vit, the OjanUsseTice 
theory of Paracelsian t^rhing and practice. 

AVe speak of the young'Theophrastus , and hmv young he 
was for such spcndis<J trainmg—not more thnn lo or 12 yean 
of age. But in those days mere striplings were looked upon as 
fully fledged burghers ivith all die privileges and respon 
sibilities of adult atircnsl The tax-<»Ucctois took care to enter 
the names of these 'teen age youngsten on the taxpayers' roll 
Boys had to be men long b^ore the first down appeared on 
their cheeks, and marbles, whiptops, and conkers \vtrt no 
excuse for not shouldering the avic duDcs of the grown-up 
Nsforld In the same way, university students avctc not the 
grown men of 18 to 21 of later times but schoolboys whose 
voices were still high and shnll, or only just bilking m 
disconcerting ipaims of madvertent yodcllmg Thus m the 
anaent statute books of the medical faculty of Salerno, the 
age of 14 ^vas laid down for students lo begm their trfuning as 
doctors wth a three years course in Arts and Sciences 

Doctor ^V^clm may have fdt that the tendency to day 
dream needed a itnctcr corrcctmg influence than he himscif 
could give, and that the Benedictine ferthers of the nearby 
monastery school of Samt Paul (some say of Saint Andrew) in 
the Savon valley might achieve something in this direction 
Here, at any rate, Thcophr^tus was sent for higher scholastic 
instruction , and here he received the usual medieval' Latm” 
tmtion It was his first taste of the orthodox pedagogy of his 
day, with all its learnt by rote and never-questJoned tradi 
Donalism, its hopelessly out-of-date information, its deadly dull, 
nose to-grindstone routine, its tighthpped horror and frowning 
disapproval of Nature and aU natural impulses, cspcoally the 
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eager questioning of a questing mind. Almost instantly, lie 
took such a hate upon it that an unquenchable detestation of 
“scholasticism” in all its forms blazed and smouldered within 
him for tlie rest of his life. That was why he ivrote, later. 

“The universities do not teach all things, so a doctor must 
seek out old wives, gipsies, sorcerers, ivandcring tribes, old 
robbers, and such outlaws and take lessons from them. A 
doctor must be a traveller, because he must enquire of the world 
Expenment is not sufficient. Experience must verify ivhat can 
be accepted or not accepted Knowledge is cxpencnce ” 

And again “There is more to be learnt at a Frankfurt fair 
than m many German umvcrsitics ” Oi thodov scholars and 
medical men never forgave him for these outbursts, while he, 
on his part, never retracted them, but, on the contrar>’', became 
more and more virulently outspoken and sarcastic as the years 
went by. 

Exactly how or when his “higher scholastic instruction” at 
the monaster^^-school came to an end is not known. Perhaps 
he implored his father to let him come home. It seems fairly 
certain that he now embarked upon a systematic course of 
instruction under the direction of that mild and forbeanng, 
but, by now, probably anxious parent For, dunng adolescence, 
added to the day-dreaming and breaking out from it, ivas 
something that reminded Doctor Wilhelm of the headstrong 
zealotry and even more disturbing wa)^vardness of his own 
father, Ritter Georg The hcil-for-lcather crusading spirit was 
difficult enough to deal with, but had Theophrastus inlientcd 
that other characteristic also that wanton impulse to throw all 
restramt to the wmds and just “let go”^ Sometimes, some 
sudden deteimination, some blazmg “I don’t care'” vehem¬ 
ence, was so like the boy’s kmght-errant grandfather that 
Doctor Wilhelm’s natural melancholy was curdled with the 
rennet of fear. It is easy to say now that there was no need for 
even one tremor at least, not on that score. Sex^ Well, 
perhaps, as we have already suggested, he was a natural 
cehbate He was certainly a knight-errant m other dirccUons, 
reveahng all the vital energies and all the full-blooded boldness 
of a man who might just as easily have “gone to the Devil” 
as not He could not have been Paracelsus otherwise. 

Of his own early studies, teachers, and masteis, Theophrastus 
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NVTote After him (his father. Doctor Wilhelm) came a great 
number of further instructors, all of whom I could not well 
record here. And besides these—books and wntin^ old and 
new, of all lands Such scholars as Bishop Scliat of Scttgach, 
Bishop Erhart and the fathem of Lavanttal (the monastery 
school), Bishop Nicholas of Yppon Bishop Matthew Schacht, 
Suffragan of Fr^rngen, and several abbots took great pains 
With me thus the Abbot of Spanheim and some others, also 
Tmny doctors and the like of them. In this rmnner much 
, knowledge was gathered, and afterwards farther expcncncc 
gamed during some length of tune among the alchemists "and 
enquiren mto that art, such as namely, the noble and stead 
last Sigmund Fflger of Schwatz and the great number of 
dutillcn (or spagynsts ) employed by him 

Names arc given, but it is all typically vague— a great 
number of further mstmetors —'books of all lands — 
several abbots — many doctors and the like of them 
The tmic-scquencc of events is drifting and dmamUle. There 
are no datei. He ivas always oebnlons and chronologically 
rhantic m any reference to hnniclf and his envn life, not, it 
seems, from a denre to hide anything but out of sheer dis- 
interest a kmd of unconsaous humihty strange m one who, 
m so many other ivays and so unfortrfnntely, gave the impres¬ 
sion of strutting aii«^ance, self-conceit, vainglory bounce, 
bluster, and insolent bumptiousness There was, however, 
nothing egocentric about him For it does not follow that, 
because a man will not suffer foob gladly—as Paracelsus did 
not—and furthermore, puts a glanng spotlight upon the root 
of (heir fooluhncss, he ts to be wntten off other as an egoist or 
on egotist. In fact, he tells us little of himself and of his mvn 
lymarkable achievements and, on the whole, fa content to 
expound hij teaching with a “selfless” devotion that to anyone 
from httlencss of spirit arid darWrun^ of mind must seem 
almost breath tnkmg 

Indeed, it is this very sdflcsiaess *, this lack of self recorded 
ptnonaliOy that maka the task of the biographer so difficult 
He fa more concerned to tell us the truth that was m him, than 
to tell us about himself And, except for some embittered 
outbursts and a few sarcastic volleys at his enemies, he deals 
with everything but Paracelsus. 
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Thus, anyone who attempts to set forth a correctly dated 
chronological sequence of the life of Theophrastus pursues a 
wild-goose chase But for one or two dates that can be fixed 
with certamty and even the date of his birth is in question 
there is httle to go upon. None of the “authorities” agree, nor 
are their differences based upon very much more than guess¬ 
work, and therefore there are no authonties All of which is 
mainly due to the fact that Theophrastus, for all his bombast, 
was more concerned with the star-flung network of his 
Archidoxes Magicce than with the colour of his hose, whether he 
ate rabbit-pie and braised omons on Allhallows Eve, 1527, or 
sipped hot rum because he had a chill the mght before he left 
Colmar for Esshngen 

Paracelsus was no Pepys but then, Pepys was no Paracelsus 

Following the penod of parental tmtion some say in 1507, 
when Theophrastus was 14, others suggest 1509, when he was 
16 the already erudite astroalchenust-schoolboy left his, 
father’s somewhat gloomy but by no means cramped house in 
ViUach, with its small laboratory and comprehensive hbrary, 
and set out upon his first long journey alone as a travellmg 
student making his way (some say) to Basle University to 
study medicme. Others trace an itinerary leading from one 
umversity to another, begmnmg with Tubingen, his father’s ' 
alma mater, then via Heidelberg, Mainz, and Treves, to 
Cologne where he is supposed to have stayed for some time 
Next, he passes through Freibourg, m the Black Forest, a 
umversity well known in those days for its gay, and, mdeed, 
lax life “like a house of ill-fame”, according to Paracelsus 
then on to the ultra-cathohc umversity of Ingolstadt, which 
he brushes aside as “a university of some old scholastics”, 
pushes on to Mumch, and at last amvesj about the nuddle of 
15095 if not before, m Vienna Here he is said to have studied 
until the'^Jatter part of 15 ii, and then passed his Bachelor-of- 
Arts exaimnation, thus gammg the first de^ee essential to his ' 
future career as a doctor 

These itinerary-makers, and they are the most recent 
researchers (1922-1944), who appear to have the blessing if 
not the imprimatur of The Swiss Society of the Friends of 
Paracelsus at Emsjedeln, do not include the umversity of Basle, 
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whereas earlier students give Basle as the first scat of learning 
attend^ by Theophrastus after he left Villach. But even the 
latest ParaccUists admit that ‘There still remain however, 
many* obscure points m Paracelsus s biography and ample 
scope for research ^vork for future enquirers into liis life and 
achievements (Basilio de Tclcpncf, short essay entitled 
Panutlsus, 1945) 

Basle or TOblngcn, Cologne or Vimnn, what docs it matter? 
In his Great Surgery book of 1536, Thcophraitus suras it up 
as foUowi As I did not wish to submit myself to the teaching 
of these univcnitics, I travelled further to Granada and then 
to Lisbon through Spain. This refers to a later period of 
travel, and by these um^'ersiUcs * he seems to have meant 
those that taught nothmg but dry-os-dust scholasticism 
and were hermcticaUy scaled against the slightest breath of 
the New Lcarmng already beginning to blow hither and thither 
across Europe* '> 

Bajmg themselves perhaps, upon the words I did not \vuh 
to submit myself to the teaching of these unh'mities \ his 
defomcn have never ceased to scribble the Vk'ord Ignoramus 
after the title Doctor of Both Mediancs’ Thus m the 
Biographu UmverttlU (Pans 1822), some 280 yean after his 
death we find the following 

As Paracelsus displays everywhere an ignorance of the 
rudiments of the most ordinary knowledge, it is not probable 
that he ever studied seriously m the schools He contented 
himself with visitmg the umvcrsitica of Germany France, 
and Italy and in spite of his boasting himself to have been 
the ornament of these institutions, there is no proof of his 
having legally acquired tlic title of Doctor, which he 
aisum^ It ft only known that he apphed himself long 
under the direction of the wealthy Sigismund Fflgcr of 
Schwatx, to the discovery of the Magnum Opus ^ 

A word or two is called for in refutation of these sneering 
behttlcmcnts In the first place, he was never at any time 
devoted to the most ordinary knowledge —but always the 
most extraordinary He was, therefore, not concerned vyith 
the rudiments of that body of knowledge (or rather 
Learned Ignorance dressed up as Knowledge) that was, and, 
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of course, still is “seriously studied in the schools”. He spat 
upon all such “knowledge”, and snapped his fingers in the 
face of those who troubled themselves to acquire even the 
rudiments of it It may be that he “contented” himself with 
visiting the universities of Europe, and for a very good reason 
“never studied senously” in any of them. He found these 
places of learning stacked with books, but totally ignoiant 
and utterly contemptuous of the Gicat Book of Nature that 
God himself has written and thatjics open for cvcr)'onc to read 

Never at any time did he boast that he had been, or ever 
desired to be, “the ornament of those institutions”. On the 
contrary, he boasted that he already had a greater know ledge 
than any to be found in their curncula, and that he had no 
intention of cluttenng his God-givcn faculties with their 
accumulated trash 

As for having “assumed the tide of Doctoi ” wathout “legal” 
sanction he held that what is bestowed by the Fount of All 
Knowiedge and Wisdom needs no legal certificate supplied by 
man As he ivrote in the Introduction to the Paragraiium 
“God made me a doctor* it is the gift of God ” Nc\cithelcss, 
his medical degree was, in fact, legally bcstow'cd upon him at 
the age of 22, as we shall see later on. Even so, he never 
pretended to be a regular physician holding authority from 
any of the stick-in>dic-mud schools He preferred to be 
Paracelsus. And in tins matter we may note diat, although he 
had taken lus medical degree, he was particular never to put 
on the four-corhered hat, the crmmc-trimmcd velvet robe, the 
nng and golden girdle of die fiatcmity of Hippocrates He 
would not be seen m the official garments of the medical 
profession, since he had no wash to be mistaken for one of them. 
Instead, he woie his own fur-crowned cap, his open-necked 
shirt, his surcoat, his ncck-chain of gold w'lth its jewel, and his 
famous longsword, Azoth. 

Thus, there remains but one word of ti uth m the ivhole of 
the statement quoted above, to wit that he did,_ m fact, apply 
himself for some long time “under die direction of the wealthy 

Sigismund Fuger, of Schwatz, to the discovery of the Mamura 
Opus’^ ^ 

Whatever universities he attended, lus departure from 
ViUach in, we may suppose, 1507, marked the end of his 
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school day*. As the fourteen year-old boy trudged down the 
road tamed to wave for the last time to his father, and 
disappeared round the bend that led up the Untcr Dran Thai 
and *0 westwards into the valley of the DraVj his heart leapt 
for joy; He was a man—and must face the world alone I 
AlonsI came the fear shot echo —all alone He must find his oivn 
wayy and fend for himself The towering peaks of the Kamic 
Alps stood all alone—stark and splendid m the clear morning 
sunhght enormous lumps of soMificd lonehness And mto the 
wild joy of this fint lonely journey came the heart tug of homfe 
No use. There ivas no turning back. He strode forwaJrd 
boldly—even bombastically—to cover the welling nostalgia, 
and his lashes were as wet as the dew soaked bog violets. He 
had to blink away the *lowly-oo22ng tcar*,j 

An old Guuian saying came tumbling mto his mmd 
He repeated it aloud to himself ^ 

‘ £»« anBim Kmcht soil memcaid sejn 

Dfrfttr suh bl^bm kam ailrpu 

In English it might read 

‘ That man tio otkrr man shall own 
Who to himself belongs ahme 

It brought a strange b8l«»mic comfort, and the rhyming 
motto stayed with him as his own personal watchWord 
throughout life. 

‘ Who to himself belongs alone, ” he repeated I m not 
really alone—man is a sun and a moon and a heaven filled 
with stars, 1 m mot really a&oid \Vhy should I be? 



CHAPTl R IV 


LABYRINTH OB THE WANDERING J^UYSIGIAN 

Ir WK HAD a feu rchahlc elate; to go upon, and one or luo 
Items of ceidcncc that did uni f.ulc like (air^ gold, vc ini"ht 
know uhcic the bo) went and what he did. But tiie fai t v<c 
know nc-vt to nothing and tins in spite of tiu diligent r>'S(Mrehf s 
of a number ol honest, nUclh^ent, and v cll-fpialifu d men. 
No matter liou cle.arh they inatl the idnerirv'-routt upon the 
map, Thcopiuaslus —Idc a tnie inaeu ian--g!\es them the 
slip at almost even turn “Enrda’ I found hun^’* shouts 
one, “m Cologne” ‘‘So ha\c 1 ,’ s,i\' .mothet, ‘ in B'dc” 
Wlnlc a ihnd says. “Nonsense, it is rlcar fiiough that at this 
time he must ha\c been in \henn.i " Al.is, foi histone d tt- 
tude, nothing is cleat I here ncecr u.as a man so sGlUd m 
performing the annhing tnrk” 

Tradition has it that, afiei leaMiig Basle Umser^it) lu, 
kudicd Alchcin\, Aslrologs, and Magitk, first under the 
famous Johann Truhcmius, Abbot of Saint Jacob fother'i saN, 
Saint James) in Wiiivbuii:, and then under the ve.aUhv 
alchemist, Sigmund Fiigcr ofSthuat/, m the 'Ihroh 'rmhcmius 
was abbot of Spanhcim from about i when lie was 'ae )r us 
of age, until 1503, when he was ‘deposed” 1)\ the la/), Ia\, 
and disciphnc-haling monks, and took o\ or the dirct lion ot the 
abbey m "Wtirzburg in 1506 But Theophiasius \%as still under 
his fathci’s roof in Villach, Karinthia, it seems True, he 
himself mentions that he studied under “the abbot of Sjianhcim 
and some otlrcrs”, but Tnthcimus was no longer abbot of 
Spanheim when our wandering scholar left home. And, 
anyhow, the Tnthcmius episode has been wiped out b) the 
most recent researchers, who warn us that “the abbot of 
Spanhcim” mentioned by Theophrastus is ‘not to be mistaken 
for Tnthcmius, thcmagician-Abbot of Spanhcim at Nahcgaii” 
What a pity, because Truhcmius was just the kind of instiuctor 
who, one might expect, would attract the star-cncircled spirit 
oh the young Bombast 

We may still cling to the traditional story by a thread, for 
Kurt Sehgmann, in his Mirror of Magic (New York, 1948), 
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wntes The fact that he (Trithcmius) influenced Paracelsus 
and Agnppa suffices as an indication that he was sympathetic 
to magic teaching Hu fondness for the Occult u revealed 
m the advice which he scut to Agnppa after having read the 
latter’s book On Ocadi Pfalosopfy 

I have pnly one more admonition, to give yoiu Never 
forget it. To the vulgar speak only of vulgar things, keep 
for your friends every secret of a higher order give hay to 
the oiceu, and sugar to the parrot. Understand my mrining 
lest you be trod under the oxen a feet, as oftentimes happens 

If, Indeed Theophrastus ever studied under Tnthemius 
and if the magician Abbot gave the same advice as to Agnppa 
von Ncttcshcnn it ivas almost wholly disregarded Tnic, 
Paracelsus, m Book X of his Archidnxff, went out of hu way to 
hide the key to hu teaching but m general he gave sugar to 
the oxen, and was trampled underfoot 
Nor did Henry GomeUus Agnppa von Nettesham, the most 
renowned occultist of the day profitby the advice of Tnthemius, 
for he was hounded from one count^ to another was m high 
favour at one moment and dapped into jail the next, driven 
from the qmet of hu study to the bloody battlefidd and—like 
Paracelsnsr—plunged headlong from w^th to poverty It has 
been said that while Theophrastus was studying Transcen 
dental Magick imdcr Tnthemius he met, among other notable 
men, the black robed Agnppa with hu familiar ^ a large 
black dog and that the two men became friends. But we hear 
nothing of thu from the latest Paracclsian biographers, and 
strangely enough, next to nothing of the wealthy alchemist, 
Sigmund Ftlgcr of Schwatz Tnthemius Netteahciin, FUger— 
so many friends and teachers of Thcophrastiu seem to become 
as elusive and fugitive as the day to-day and year to-ycar 
whereabouts of Bombast himself One wave of the de 
magirali^ng wand of modem biographical research and— 
hey presto 1—nothing much rcmalni 

However although latter-day Paracclsuts have put the 
Idboih on Tnthemius and usually make no mention of 
Agnppa, it lecnu to be admitted that Theophrastus did in hu 
own words gam further cxpcncnce during some length of 
time among the alchemists and enquirers mto that art such 
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as, namely, tlie noble and steadfast Sigmund Fiiger of Schwatz, 
and the great number of distillers (‘spagyrists’) employed by 
him”, although they have, after all their digging and delving, 
practically nothing to add to this bald statement Even so, we 
have no idea when it ivas that “the noble and steadfast” Fugcr 
received his new and promising pupil Was it before or after 
the Basle and/or Tubingen-to-Vicnna university tour or 
tucked somewhere m between^ No one seems to know 
His own writings, scant as they are m reference to his ovm 
life, appear to be as reliable as those of his commentators and 
would-be biographers In the third ti catisc of the second part 
of his Great Surgery-book, and in the preface to his treatise on 
hospitals, he sets forth m general outhne tlie sequence of his 
trainmg up to the time when he began to practice as a 
physician and surgeony(in Salzburg, some say), about the end 
of 1524 From this we tabulate, as follows ^ 

^ I From two to tliree years of university-studies, becoming a 
Bachelor of Arts, Vienna (^) 

2. further two to three years at some other university, 
with a doctor’s degree conferred upon him (at Ferrara^) 

3. His long years of travel the “Great Peregiination” 

' through almost every country m Europe, m search of 
knowledge and experience. 

If ever a man had the wanderbug in him, it was Paracelsus 
From the time he left his fatlier’s house m Villach, he was 
always on the move a restless, rovmg spirit, as tliougli he 
searched the wide world for what ^ an “ Immortal Beloved’’ ^ 
the Universal Solvent, the Philosophers’ Stone, the Elixir of 
■ T ife^ the Fundamental Secret of Holy 'Alkimy, or just 
oiit-of-the-way items of folk-medicme and healing magic to be 
picked up by seeking out “old wiyes, gipsies, sorcerers, wander- 
mg tribes, old robbers, and such outlaws” herbs, charms, 
spells, divmations, enchantments, conjurations. Tarot-card 
foretellings^ The answer is both all the whole vast lange 
of hidden knowledge and secret wisdom, whether gatheied 
from a Tnthemius or a travelling tinker 

And from what would appear to be this gigantic rubbish- 
dump of transcendental notions and “old wives’ tales” he 
distilled the “superior kind of knowledge” that Lessing, some 
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two hundred years after the physical death of Bombast, 
recognised as something we have not yet attained, but into 
whiii we may hope to grow 

Gan that still bold good to-day? Well, Dr Carl Gustav 
Jung the renowned psychologist, write* ^Vc see in Paracelsus 
not only a pioneer in the domnms of chcmicdl medicine, but 
also in those of an empmeal psychological hcalmg saenec. 

^Vc may guess what Paracelsus Avould have repbed to that 
kind of appraisal of his work—but it is qmte unprintable! 
It IS impossible to unlock the door of the S^ed Chamber of 
Hermes with the key labelled Psychology It fits the 
keyhole, but ivill not turn the lock. 



CHAPTER V 


SO MANY “HIGH ASSES” 

'I'heophrastus roR he had not yet taken the name of 
“Paracelsus”, nor added “Aureolus” to the plam-sounding 
Philip IS believed to have gone from one German umvcrsit)^ 
to another from 1507 to 1512 that is, from the age of 14 to 19 
years He left Vienna, then a city smitten by the plague, 
travelled through Bohemia, and reached Wittenberg m the 
eaily part of 1512 Then, making his way southwards on his 
return journey to Villach, he proceeded to Lcipsic and on to 
the umversity of Erfurt, m Thuringia, Saxony, at that time a 
culture-bed of Humanism 

On the whole, he was disappointed by the German univer¬ 
sities, and, wth characteristie outspokenness, \vrote that he 
wondered how it was that “the higher colleges managed to 
produce so many high asses”. Their methods of teaching struck 
him as being totally divorced from reality, sunk m a morass of 
worthless 1 epeat-leammg, and altogether lacking in common 
sense let alone any uncommon sense, or psjThic insight The 
doctors they turned out he dubbed “sham-physicians”, and, 
naturally, that did not please the medical fraternity, nor tend 
to make Theophrastus persona giata vnth th6 umversity pro¬ 
fessors.-And although “high asses” and “sham-physicians” 
were teims written at a latei date ivith a pen poisoned by ycais 
of bitter opposition, calumny, and abuse, we may be sure that, 
even m these early years, his tongue had the fiery sting of a 
scorpion, and was an unruly member liable ;to blurt out just 
those unpleasant truths that were certain to make more enemies 
than friends We shall see before long how tke poison-pen of 
Paracelsus could turn ordinary wntmg-ink injo corrosive acid, 
how his spoken words were sometimes flights'^of flymg bombs, ^ 
and what effect this word-war had upon his career and upon 
the fate of his teaching, not only during Ins lifetime, but during 
the four centuries that have elapsed since his physical remains 
were laid to rest [ 

He had something himself to say about thelrough side of his 
tongue (and pen), and, characteristically, he koned in it It is 
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recorded tliat one, Thomas Tl^mpson, the Scottish histormn 
of ch^rttry, who published his two volumes Thi HisUny of 
Ckamstiy m 1830 found the language of Theophrastus so 
coarse and ^^olcnt that, after reaching a certain point, he 
could not bring himsdf to proceed with the translation of his 
works. Had he done so he would have come across the 
following pawgc 

I 

I know I am a man who docs not speak that which 
pleases everyone, and I am not used to givmg lubmiwrve 
answers to arrogant questions I know my irays, and d6 not^ 
wish to change them Neither could I rhangc my nature, if 
I would I am a rough man bom in a rough country I was 
brought up m pincwoodi, and may have inherited some 
knots \Vhat seems to me pohte and amiable may nppciu- 
unpohsbed to another and what is sflk m my eyes may be 
but homespun to you ' ^ 

He was pre Shakespeare by seventy nine years, and the fact 
IS that his silk —or homespun ?—ivas more of the kind 
that ivould have suited Sir John Falstaff, with Bardolph Pistol, 
Corporal Nym, and the rest, at the Sign of the Garter Inn, tb?n 
other the gentlefolk of his own day or the pnggish Scots 
scholar of 1830 who was so dchcatc mmded he could not bung 
himself to read such brutally sarcastic and even impious 
blackguardism Perhaps the very name—Bombast—was enough 
to upset poor Thomas Thompson? 

Towards the end of J512, Theophrastus returned to his 
father s house at Vfllach He found Doctor Wilhelm now a 
man of 55 hard at work and settled m a rut, 

' So you mtend to continue your travels from place to place, 
gathering knowledge apd experience? Well, Theophrastus, 
he said, perhaps that is a good thing to do But, of course,’ 
he added gently looking a httlc sadly down his long melon 
choly nose, a rolling stone gathers no moss ’ 

I have no ivish to gather moss, came the blunt and 
forthright reply 

And how long do yon mtend to travel about the world? 
Just as long as may be necessary, father 
And then ? looking up rather wistfully 
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“Then I shall show them the Real Thing.” 

“Which is ?” 

“God’s Own Magick the One and Only Heahng Power ” 
“And do you thiii they will listen^ ” 

“I shall show them I. shall demonstrate it they shall sec 
it happen with their own eyes' ” 

Doctor Wilhelm smiled “It’s the same Theophrastus,” he 
said,' with a note of pride in Ins voice “With their own eyes,” 
he repeated half to himself. “None so blind as those who won’t 
see ivith their own eyes ... You wall stay witli me for a 
time'”’ 

“ Only for a day or two ” 

“And after that, where will you make for^” 

“"UTierever God directs ” 

^ “Yes,” said Doctor WiUiclm very quietly, “the same 
Theophrastus . the same as ever ” 

' And so began, perhaps without his being more than dimly 
aware of it at the time, that Great Peregnnation of Paracelsus, 
as it IS called a period of travel embracing all tlie countries of 
the old contment in a gigantic circular sweep with a loivcr loop 
cutting into Egypt and Arabia These wanderings continued 
for some ten to twelve years, or more, dunng which time he 
nibbed shoulders with “old wives, gipsies, sorcerers, wander- 
mg tnbes ” notably, the Tartars of the Khanate of the Golden 
Horde “old robbers, and such outlaws”, from whom he 
gathered that vast store of occult knowledge and experience 
that he valued so much more highly tlian tlie Galenic stupidities 
of the orthodox medical schools , 

We must not imagme for one moment that, reincarnate m 
our own day, Theophrcistus would fail to fall foul of such a 
body as the Bntish Medical Association and its opposite numbei 
m each country of the so-called civilised world The lapse of 
centuries has not opened the eyes of the ortliodox to that 
“supenor kind of knowledge” so clfearly and, at times, so 
bluntly expounded by one who may or may not haye styled 
himself “The Great Paracelsus, Physician and Surgeon, 
Philosopher, Astronomer, Pnnee of Spagynsts, and Tns- 
megistus of Mechamcal Arcana” But, in fact, that is wormlike 
humihty compared with the mtellectual pnde of our modern 
Untouchables or rather, Unteachables who still “imagine 
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that the medicine of Paracdsm ts a system of supcntitiom that , 
we have fortimatcly outgrown 
We see this strange creature, then—this' beardless monster*, 
this woman-hater this supcrscnsibve who wove Hcaven- 
and Earth mto one seamless fabnc of cosmic consaousness, 
but who also a spiritual 'tough * whose tongue lashed like 
a whip of scorpions—again Icavmg home, this time at the age 
of 19 or 20 a medical student already thoroughly disgusted 
with the stale knowledge and chopping block/ surgery' of his 
day, and still lacking his doctorate. ^ 

Good bye, father 

'Goodbye, Theophrastus—and God bless you and keep 
you ’ , 

And you also I rnnnot tell how bng it will be before we 
meet agam. 



CHAPTER VI 


THE NAME AND THE SWORD 

o VER THE BRENNER PASS, through Bolzauo, Treuto and 
Verona, to Milan, and so via Pavia, Mantua, and Padua, 
biought Theophrastus, some time in 1513, at last to Ferrara, , 
Emilia That, at any rate, seems to be the route mapped by 
the latest researchers, and here, m the famous university, 
founded 1264, he studied medicine until the latter part of 1515 
Duke Alphonso I, of the house of Este, patron of the arts 
and sciences, and husband of Lucrecia Borgia, at that time 
ruled this flourishmg city, and here, at the age of 22, Theo¬ 
phrastus had the doctor’s degree conferred upon him by the 
aged humanist, Doctor Eeoniceno 
It is now generally agreed that it was dunng his stay m 
Ferrara that the young doctor assumed the name of Paracelsus 
It was the common custom among the philosophers and 
scholars of those days to take some suitable, and, among those 
who professed and practised the heimetic arts, often high¬ 
falutin name a name with a fanfaronnading sound to it, hke 
a resounding flounsh of trumpets or one that seemed to wrap 
the would-be thaumaturge m a cloak of learnmg, giving him a 
dignity and aloofness from ‘ ordmary mortals that might 
otherwise have been lacking. Thus, there can be no doubt that 
Albertus Magnus sounds more imposmg tlian Albert Groot, 
that Nostradamus bestows an illustnousness not to be found in 
the more commonplace Michel de Notre Danfe and that 
Agncola is altogether more distinguished than George Bauer 
Nothmg would be more natural, therefore, than that young 
Doctor Philip Theophrastus, burstmg with ambition, proud, 
headstrong, and filled with the tempestuous energy of one 
detenmned to surpass all the doctors, alchemists, astrologers, 
philosophers, seers, and men of leammg of whatever age, 
should furnish himself with a name, or names, that would 
shine like a burmshed halo and dazzle the world. 

Of course, Tlieophrastus was all right, but it had nothmg in 
It of the blazing splendour of the dawn “What I need,” he 
told himself, “is a name that will shine hke a bright star" hke 
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a sun I mean to surpass them all—even the renowned Roman 
physician of the first century, Aurchus Cornelius Cclius 
I mtend to be para Gclsus—beyond Cclius—beyond them 
all 1 /’ora-Celsus—that s It! that i the name I vc been looking 
for! -i 

And then his musmg drifted om Aurelius—golden 
Something like that, instead of Phihp Why not Aureole, a 
celestial crown added to the bliss of heaven for those ivho have 
tnumphed m thar conflict wth the ivorld—a nimbus of 
resplendent glory? Thm, baaing his new names upon those 
of Cclius, he d^ded to call himiclf Phihppus Auredtu TTuo- 
pJtTosius Bembast Paracelsus 

That made them blink 1 It blmded them like the javelin rays 
of an April simburst! His enemies w’ould hoot ivith laughter 
at such a rigmarole? The doctors and professors ivould nudge 
each other and smile? Let them smile till they spht their 
aflly faces from car to carl Thats my name, and I stick 
to It 

No doubt some of his fnends felt he had made a mistake 
In fact, he had done no such thing In choosing those names 
he had -all unVnowmgly, found a key that opened the gates 
of castles and palaces, the doors of big bouse, httic home, 
pigsty, bam—and the hearts oreveryone (except those cankered 
and eaten away by the womi^ of envy) At one breath he had 
given himuclf a ne%v personality—or rather, he had fused five 
aspects of his personabty into one harmomous whole the 
, ordinary itraightforward the starry cosmologist ^arw/ur, 
the studious natural philosopher TTvopkrastus the recklcjs, 
finflt;cal, crumding Bombast and—^nergiilg them all together 
and bringing them to a focus—the marvellous astroalchcmical 
medical magus Paractlsus 

Yes, he was a new maul He had to be for now he |Was 
Paracelsus And being Paracelsus, he had to hvc up to that 
illustrious name Even his masters at Ferrara University sensed 
the chnnge. In many small ivays they began to treat hun more 
as an equal and less as a mere student under instruction And 
before long they spoke of Doctor Paracelsus 
j Ah 'tvhat magick m a mmel 

In his ease, not only in the name, but in something else 
that we cannot overlook—ha longsword, A^th A doctor who 
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wallced about with a “magical sword” ' A large cross-handled 
sword with an orb-hke pommel, that, magical or not, is 
depicted in almost every portrait How or when or where he 
came to possess the remarkable weapon that has become so 
fiimly embedded in the Paracelsian legend, we do not know. 
Nevertheless, Bombast without his v^onder-workmg sword is, 
even now, Aladdin without his wonderful lamp. 

Sixty-six years after the death of von Hohenheim, Ben 
Jonson wrote m his comedy, Volpone (1607), Act II, Sc. 2 

‘‘Ne had been known the hanish Gonswart^ 

- Or Paracelsus with hts long swordP 

It was said that he never laid it aside even when he went to 
bed, that he often got up during the mght and struck it 
violently against the floor, while some maintained that it 
would jump out of its scabbard while he was asleep and dance 
a Jig roimd the room, waking honest folk from their peaceful 
slumbers mth the horrid clatter of its one-legged antics. It was 
said that, frequently, when he stayed overnight at a wayside mn 
without a penny m his pocket, he was able to bnng forth a 
purseful of gold in the morning, and that these and many 
other wonders were perfoimed by a “famihar” that he carried 
about with him imprisoned m the hilt of this astonishing'blade 
'\^^lat are we to say to aU this, four hundred years later, m an 
age that cannot stomach even a hint of such “magical non¬ 
sense”^ We may as well report these stones and say no more 
Say no more when, m fact, we are deahng with a man who 
was steeped in Magick, and was an operative magician^ 
Since, if you throw away the Magick, you throw away 
Paracelsus, we will say just this Is it not a strange thmg that 
our entirely factual Science, with all its apparatus and mter- 
minable phenomenological reasomng, \has so far failed to 
disprove or explam the ratthngs,< thumps, knocks, raps, 
smashmgs, and other gomgs-on of the common or garden 
Poltergeist Bang goes the smoothmg-iron i and crash goes the 
kettle > And if that is a fact and th6 evidence is quite over¬ 
whelming, It seems is there any reason why a longsword 
"snould not fly out of its scabbard and tap like a tap-dancer 
upon the floorboards^ 
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All nght, have it your own way Let ua be reasonable— 
remembenng what Paracelsus himself wrote about Magiclc and 
Reason ‘ Magick u a Great Hidden Wisdom, Reason Is a 
Great Open Folly * But, even when we have run all the 
magick* out of hu sword A^th^ like honey out of a honey 
comb—the sword itself remains This certainly calls for some 
explanation on the part of those who insist upon a non-magical 
universe, for although it is true that the fashionable and foppish 
doctors of his day strutted around with jewelled daggers at 
their sides, Paracelsus went out of bis %va> to condemn them 
for dressing up m that absurd manner Thus, m hu Great 
Surgery book, he \vrote 

I praise the Spanish doctors because they do not go 
about like idle fellows finely dressed m velvet, silk, and 
tafleta wth gold rings on thcar fingers, silver daggwi at 
their sides, and white gloves on their hands, but work day 
and lught with patience. They arc not always promenading 
but sc^ thar laborntoncs, %vcar clothes of leather and on 
apron of ikm on which to wpc their hands, wearing no 
rings when their fingers must be thrust mto the charcoal 
and become as black os a charcoal burner s That is why 
they use little splendour 

It is dear, then, that be did not carry hu sivord for show 
He must, therefore, have ivom it for some other purpose? 
\Vhatcvcr it ^va5, and several explanabons arc put forward, we 
know that a longsivord u a cumbersome object to have 
dangling firom a bdt at every moment of the day (and night?) 
The German type of longsword ivom by Paracelsus, heavy 
bbded, with a wide cross-guard at the hilt, and great globular 
pommel, was a wcapdn of at least 3 feet, or 4 feet 3 inches, m 
length We know enough of the man to be certain that he was 
essentially practical, plain and even severdy utilltanon in 
everyday life, with no streak of Qjiixotic eccentnaty m hu 
'nature All hu wntmgs prove tins without quesaon, yet he 
went about the world with thu longsword strapped to hu bdt 
a longsword that he called A^ih 
Now Azoth u an alchemical term for the first pnnaple—the 
mercury —of all metals the creative force m Nature, the 
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spiritual, life-givmg “breath”, the Quintessence of life, and, 
accorditig to Paracelsus, the Universal Remedy 

Although a hfe-blastmg, radio-active “demon” has been 
released from the Uranium-atom, we live in a period when the 
idea of a “famihar spirit” shut in tlie hilt of a sword is looked 
upon as an absurdity However, ive are not the only Doubting 
Thomases Gabriel Naude( 1600-1653) imagined the Mariinelliis, 
or famihar spirit enclosed m the famous longsword, to be 
nothing but “two or three doses of laudanum, that Paracelsus 
never went without, and ivith which he effected many strange 
cures”. Though how two or three, or even four or five doses of 
laudanum could do more than deaden pain or plunge the 
physical body into a deep sleep, is beyond conjecture, and is 
only one of a thousand stupid explanations put forward m the 
attempt to take the “ Theo'' out of “pkrasfus” For if Paracelsus 
could “effect many strange cures” by means of a dose or tivo 
of laudanum, how is it that the doctors of our twentieth century 
are unable to follow his good and, indeed, qmte magical 
example^ s 

It seems possible that there has been some confusion be¬ 
tween ordmary Laudanum, which is no more than a useful 
painkiller and sleepbnnger, and the precious Labdanum tliat 
Paracelsus spoke of as “a Grand Elixir and Sovereign Medi¬ 
cine” made, not from the poppy, but from the black resin 
of the Synan rock-rose, of paradisian perfume and bitter 
taste 

Whatever it was poppy-juice or poppycock the belittlers 
of Paracelsus saw to it that he was written off as a cunning and 
disreputable rogue Thus, over a hundred years later, Samuel 
Butler, m his satirical poem Hudibias (1663), Part II, Gant 3, 
expressed the popular behef which, in vanous forms, has 
persisted to this day 

‘'Bumbastus kept a Devil’s bird 
Shut in the pummel of his sword, 

, That taught him all the cunning pranks 

Of past and future mountebanks ” 

\ 

Melchior Adam, quotmg Oponnus, says “In the hollow of 

IS sword, they say, sheltered a familiar spirit Others 


/ 
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believe that ^vhat he had m the hilt—called by him AzolA—was 
a fovcrejgn remedy or the Philosophers Stone 
We now have him legally qualifi^ as a doctor, fully named, 
and armed wth the famous longsword and so we may do our 
best to follow the Pnnee of Spagynsts, and Tnsmcgistus of 
Mechanical Ar«*'mn upon his Great Peregrination 



CHAPTER VII 


THE GREAT PEREGRINATION 

Almost everyone has the desire to travel, heedless of 
the wammg given by one, Robinson Kreutznaer^ who, “by the 
usual Corruption of Words m England”, was called Robinson 
Grusoe, of York, Manner, and wrote (by the hand of Defoe) 
as follows ^ 

“Being the third Son of the Family,'* and not bred to any 
Trade, my Head began to be filled very early with rambling 
thoughts My Father, who was very ancient, had given me a 
competent Share of Leammg, as far as House-Education and a 
Country Free-School generally goes, and design’d me for the 
Law; but I would be satisfied ivith nothing but gomg to Sea, 
and my Inchnation to this led me so strongly . . . tliat there 
seemed to be something fatal m that Prqpension of Nature 
• tending directly to the Life of Misery which was to befall me ” 
Most people never get far across the surface of the earth, 
though |Lhey may travel many thousands of miles durmg their 
lifetimes'back and forth to an office, a factor)^, or a shop 
Then world-wandenng is done mainly by day-dreaming, by 
film-gazing, radio-hstening, and book-reading In this way 
they avoid “that Propension of Nature tending directly to the 
Life of Misery” that dogged the footsteps of both Kreutznaer 
and von Hohenheim Armchau-travellers sprawl at their ease 
and never suffer from foot-bhsters, seasickness, exposure to 
bitter winds or bhndmg desert-heat, hollow-gnawing hunger 
or tongue-swelhng thirst That is why travel-books are always 
in demand, and yet nothing can be quite so boringly dreary 
as a Baedeker, a mere gmde-book catalogue. 

And that is our difficulty, because tlie Great Peregnnation is 
hable to become, for lack of mcident, little more tlian a long 
list of ffie names of countries, cities, towns, visited by Paracelsus 
during these ten or twelve years of wandermg. For example 
having received his doctorate, he left Ferrara, perhaps early 
m 1516, on his way to Bologna, where the umversity, founded 
1119, was another seat of learning devoted to Humamsm. 
From there he travelled to Florence, and so to Siena, Rome, 

50 



* THE GREAT PBREORIKATION 51 

Arpuiura, Capua, and thcncc to Naples, at that Umc twannmg 
\vith Spanish loldicn and mercenary troops, many of whom 
iwe fuficnag from the pat. Some say that he was serving as 
an army surgeon \vith the Venetians m the war for the posses¬ 
sion of Naples, then part of the dominions of the House of 
Hapsburg He ccrtamly look the opportumty of making 
firsthand observations of the French malady and began to 
perfect his method of deilmg with this scourge, now popularly 
known as VJ) 

Paracelsus was the pioneer who, by means of his Mercury 
treatment, discovered/a cure for the lues vtnens for which 
disease the later tobacco-infusions of Jean Nicot (1530-1600) 
p^o^•cd useless. But the Mercury used in the Paracclsian 
treatment \s’as not, of course, the mclolhc element {Hg, atomic 
weight aoo 0) but the qua^esuna of Mercury, the so-called 
Philosophic ^tc^cu^y —something itiU uninowm to modem 
chmiistry Thus, he did not pump a crude and poisonous 
metal into the veins of the sufferer, but ahoued the riidiation 
frequency—the atomic speed—of Mercury to flow through 
the mfected blood-stream For the Parac<'hmn maimsi rrudica 
were, and are, so refined, so rare, so subtle, buoyant, volatile, 
and iraponderablc, that, compared to them, the chemical 
and biochemical substances us^ by our medical science arc 
like so many great slobs of rock that the physician hurls at the 
sick man m the hope that the shock of being hit by one or other 
of them ^v^ll do him some good—if it docs not kill him outright I 
And the same could be said of the orthodox medicine of 1516 

Do we speak of atomic weights imagining that this ivas 
somethmg utterly nnknowm to Paracelsus the Great? He wrote 
the follo^v^Ilg words four hundred years ago m the book 
entitled Tht Aurora of thi PJalasop/urSf Chapter XVII Con 
cermng the Preparation of the Matter for the Philosophic 
Stone 


Although one element may, in a certam sense, be 
separated from another, yet, nevertheless, every element 
separated m this \vay can aga^n be separated into another 
element, but these elements cannot afterwards by circulation 
m a'pchcan, or by distillation, be again brought back into 
one, but they always rcmnin a certain volatile matter, and 
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auruin potabile, as they (the old alchemists) call it. The 
reason why they could not compass their mtention is that 
Nature refuses in this way to be dragged asunder and 
separated by man’s disjunctions, as by earthly glasses and 
instruments She alone knows her own operations and the 
weights of the elements . ” , ' 

“The separation of the elements, therefore, is impossible 
to man It may appear to tike place, but it is not true, 
whatever may be said by Raymond Lully, and of that famous 
English golden work that he is falsely supposed to have 
accomplished.” 

We may not be wasting one minute-hand flick of the precious 
clock-time that rules our hves today if we ponder for a moment 
upon tliat quotation For it may be that, when we suppose our 
scientists to have “separated the "elements”) in some way, by 
“sphtting the atom” for instance, we are as much deluded 
by theory-plus-appearances as those who once beheved in 
“that famous Enghsh golden work” ofv,Raymond Lully 

(i235?-i3i5)^» 

However to continue the Great Peregrination Paracelsus 
next moved from Naples to Salerno, and so into the toe of 
Italy, crossed to Sicily, and there made notes on the “fire- 
mountain”, Aetna Then, taking ship, he sailed up the 
Tyrrheman Sea to Genoa, the great port and capital of Liguna 
After that he journeyed, by sea again, to Marseilles, and so to 
MontpeUier and the then famous umversity, founded 1289, 
renowned tliroughout Europe for its\School of medicme But 
here he found the Moorish system of medical training firmly 
estabhshed the same old entanglement of Galemc trash spun 
from the same old Anstotehan atrophy He kne>v it all from 
A to Z, backwards and forwards, and could quote it by heart. 
In his view, an Ostiak shaman beating on his magiqal drum 
was m a better way to come at the trutL And so he moved on, 
always seeking some ghnt of worthivhile knowledge 

In the mam, however, he faded to find even a glimmer of 
the fundamental truths of Medicme a recognition of the fact 
that the Universe is Light, that Man himself is a Star, made of 
star-matenal (which is Light), and that, by the power of Faith 
and his God-given Imagination (the Grand Arcanum, and the 



THE GREAT PERfeo RINATl OK 53 

One True Medicine), he can change himself, the itan and the 
entire Umvcrse, physically, mentally, and fpintually, since 
these three are one, and can no more be sephmted one from 
another than can the elements of the metals AH of which is, 
accordmg to Paracelsus, the Divme Magick, 

The Dbetor s art, he wrote, lies in the myitcncs of 
Nature, which the old thcoruts locked up But I prove my 
theory from Nature and from life in all gcncrationj ’ 

On again, along the old Roman road that skirts the 
Mediterranean from the South of France to the teeming 
Spanish seaport and univcrsify dty of Barcelona, which he is 
said to have reached m 1517, or the first months of 1518 But 
m the present confusion of Paracelsi'in biographical matcnal, 
and despite all the v\ork that has been done of recent ^cars m 
sorting out these entanglements, it is just as impossible to rely 
upon these dates as upon the geographical sequence of his 
per^nnatory route. 

And wc arc boimd to noucc, unless we arc strangely lacking 
m some way, that it was not possible for this fiery and flashing 
spirit to \vander across the face of the earth fdr tivclvc long 
years ivithout bringing upon hli reputation a pecubar and 
flighting bhght Thus, Rcnauldin (Paru, 1822), wntes 

So migratory a life could aflbrd Paracelsus but little 
leisure for appheaUon to books, and accordingly he informs 
us that for the space of ten years he never opened a smglc 
volume, and that his entire medical library wus not composed 
of SIX sheets ’ \ 

In other words and once again the man was on ignoramus, 
or at least, not as scholarly in the ivay of book learning as he 
should have been Wc knou very well what Paracelsus thought 
about book learning and scholasticism generally, and" m 
particular it^ cfTcct upon medical trainmg and practice. Some 
time after his Great Pcrcgunation came to and end, he ivrotc— 
addressing the phyni^nns and surgeons of his da) 

Because you arc ignorant of Alchemy, you arc ignorant 
of Nature and because you are ignorant of Nature, you are 
ignorant of the He^lmg Art So grfeat is your simplicity 
indeed, that most of you think everything consists in 
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pounding, and that it suffices if you wnte* ‘Let these things 
be strained and mixed Make a powder with sugar ’ You 
know nothing by expenenee, but only by hearsay and ivhat 
you have read You know nothing of Nature and of natural 
Alchemy. You skim over all these matters myour reading, and 
say ‘This property is m one thing, that in another. One is 
black, another is green Gpd is my witness, I know no more 
So I find It written.’ Had it not been written, you ivould 
know nothing about it, and what you know is all second¬ 
hand knowledge. Thus, your academics and you yourselves 
are novices and mere tyros You know nothing Cease, then, 
to shout.” 

That is the authentic Paracelsian tone of voice. AVc know it 
instantly by its short, sharp sentences, its positive assertions, 
its stinging sarcasm, and commanding snap-closure “You 
know nothmg Cease, tlicn, to shout ” The whole character of 
the man is packed mto tlie bombastic logic of each bomb- 
bursting sentence He wrote as he spoke that is clear It is 
hard, tough, fighting writing Perhaps only Ilyich Lenin has 
ever come near it for shrewd peasant-hke penetration, point- 
blank statement, and stabbing energy. There is never the 
shghtest possibihty of mistaking the word-style of Bombast for 
someone else’s Listen 

“Look to Nature. The ways of Nature are simple. She needs 
no complicated pfescnptions Learn to know tlie storehouses 
of Nature and the boxes m which her virtues are kept Then 
you will be physicians ” And again, dealing with books and 
book-learmng * 

“Magick IS a teacher of medicine far preferable to all 
written books Magick alone that can neither be conferred 
by the universities, nor created by the award of diplomas, but 
comes direct from God is the true teacher, preceptor, and 
pedagogue m the art of curing the sick I tell you that he only 
is a true physician who has been thus, instructed, and has 
acquired magical powers And if our physicians did mdeed 
possess these powers) all their books might be burnt and 
their medicines thrown mto the sea and the world would be 
the better for it ” 



And again “A physician must be a Pklosophtr that is to say, 
he must dare to use his own faculties and not rlmg to opinions 
and book authonties, be they o}d or new He must, above all, 
posses that faculty called Intuition, which cannot be acquired 
by blindly follo^vlng another He must be able to find his own 
ivay There are natural phflosophen and there arc artificial 
philosophers The former have a knowledge of their own, the 
latter have bonn\vcd^ knowledge finm books 
He makes it daylight-clear, not once, but time and time again, 
that his whole purpose m travelling fixim place to place during 
these many years was to learn the doctor*s art that lies m the 
mystencs of Nature —not to gather second hand knowledge 
‘borrowed finm books But of course his mistake—one that 
he made over and over agam throughout his life—^was (a) to 
tell the naked truth about himself and his tcaf'hmg, and 
(b) to drive it m with a ‘tap finm a blunt headed hflmmer on 
the thick skulls of those whose hatred of him sprang, m the 
first place, from envy, jealousy and—fear Fear that their 
Ignorance would be publicly exposed They had gtxxl reason 
to fear, for that was exactly w^t this ertraordmory kmght 
errant medical magiaan was bent upon doing Obvi6usly hh 
ought never to have informed anyone that for the space of 
ten yean he never opened a single volume, and that his entire 
medical library was not composed of six sheets That was 
•nsVing for trouble, but, like Defoe s Robinson Kreutinaer, 
there seemed to be something fatal m that Propcnsion of 
Nature tending directly to the Life of Misery’ that was to 
engulf him. However it was by no means all Misery there was 
Triumph, Fame, Wealth, and blory—but not for long 

We see, then, a man whose star bom wisdom tcarhmg did 
not blmd him to the fact that dolts arc blockheads, but whose 
ivorldly wisdom m dmlmg with these know nothmgs was 
wholly larking 

Three Bright Shiners ipicad their scifitillatmg rays across 
Europe—they had thar Big Three , even m 1517 1 —^young 
Francis I of France, young Henry Vin of England and young 
Chirla V of Spam, each strivmg for the sovereignty of what 
yet rrrmmed of f^nrlemagnc s Empire of the West, Bar 
barossai Holy Roman Empire 
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An'd now, at Wittenberg, cutting across all their kingly 
! intrigues and putting all their plots and plans into con¬ 
fusion (and die Pope’s as well), the Augustinian monk, 
Martin Luther, stood up and boldly challenged die ivorldly 
splendour of the Church, more especially the sale of indul¬ 
gences to raise money for the completion of Saint Peter’s in 
Rome. 

Bombast was far from Wittenberg and far from Rome, 
perhaps already on Ins way from Barcelona, still following the 
old road south through Tarragona and Valencia to the ancient 
Phoemcian centre and Spanish fortified harbour of Cartagena 
In aU probability he had not yet heard of Luther’s stand "We 
can be sure that, when he did, die very boldness of it struck a 
chord of harmonic elation Here ivas someone a monk, by all 
' that’s wonderful' widi enough faith and fire m him to stand 
up smgle-handed against the Pope and the w hole pncst-crew^, 
as Paracelsus himself was already beginning to stand against the 
entire medical faculty and their swindling apothecaries Yes, 
Luther’s defiance must have warmed the heart of the w andenng 
physician, the “Pnnee of Spagyrists ” 

^ATiat he thought about die state of die Church and of the 
pnests, fnars, monks, ivent far beyond anydiing Luther 
anathematised In particular, he abominated die meddling in 
medicine of the fnar-doctors, who conspired not only to diddle 
the poor of dieir hard-earned pence, but to poison them also, 
or else maim them for life with the butchery-botchery of their 
unskilled surgery and then charge more for the mumbling of 
prayers for the souls of the dead and the dying Paracelsus 
spoke his mind about these and other abuses without hesitation, 
and because of it he had the prayer-mongers and bead-tellers, 
as well as the doctors, for his sworn enemies from the outset 
of his career For example, he wrote 

No one from the pnest-crew, no one from the holy 
orders is fit for medicine, for medicine needs its owm man 
° and the priesthood needs its own man.' No one can serve 
two masters each has enough to do w^orking for his own. 
The pnest, too, has his own peculianties Fate is against him 
The spirit of medicine cannot tolerate him on account of his 
wantonness ” 
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But at thu time his mind was probably taken up tnth other 
matlcn, for he \N*as, it seems, making an adsxnturous sea 
crossing from Cartagena In southern Spam to the Barbary 
coast m a Spanish galley crammed with Spanish troops bound 
for Oran, m the campaign under the Marquis dc Gomarcr 
against the Sultan of Algiers Once again he ^\*as icr\Tng as an 
army luitcoii, a calling that ga\c him every opportunity of 
stud>Tng open wounds at firsthand Although the Sultan was 
captured and beheaded by the Spaniards in 1518, the Barbary 
iN’ar dragged on Hmsever, many regiments, and no doubt 
many v^eunded, \\crc shipped back to Spam tlirough Almcna 
and other southern ports and Paracelsus, tlic ti\cnty four- 
>car-old barber surgeon went with them and proceeded to 
Granada where, according to some, he became acquainted 
with Kabaltslic and magical arts ’ 

E\xn if we fade Tntlicmms out of the picture, this suggestion 
that Paracelsus first came across the Kahalo and other magical 
doctnnes in Granada, about the year 1518, is unlike!) It 
lea^cs the wealthy alchemist, Sigmund FUgcr of SchwaU— 
who cannot bc**spmicd aw-ay with the magiaan Abbot of 
Spanhcim—^c\‘0id of Kabaluuc lore, whicli is absurd A 
wealth) alchemist of those day’s would have a well stocked 
library in which \vould be (bund, if not some of the actual books 
of the Kabala —perhaps the Srplur 7 emah (Book of Creation) 
or the JZ^har (Splendour)—almost ccrtainl) some of Pico della 
Mirandolai nine hundred theses Cenr/imenrr Phhsopkicct 
Kabalisltcac et Tfuologuat (Rome, i486) Apart from this, 
Agnppa \*on Nctlcslicim was himself a student of Kabalism, as 
may be seen from hu Thee Bocks on Oeeull Philosophy So that, 
m one way or another Paracelsus a more than likdy to have 
had some grounding in llus subject, yean before he reached 
Granada wth its Spanish Moonsh Jc^vlsh culture 

He docs not seem to have stayed long in any place A few 
weeks, and on again From Granada he tra\TlIed/to Cordoba, 
with Its Alra^ar palace of the Moonsh kings, pushed on 
through Andalusia, visited the onaent university of Seville, 
and, taking ship from Cadiz, arrived in Lisbon, tJic gateway 
to the Nc^v World Then o%crland to Santiago dc Compostclla 
at the top hump of Spam, steeply south to Salamanca, and— 
pushmg^orth agam—to Valladolid another Old Castilian 
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iimversity town, and so to Saragossa, “the city of soothsayers 
and astrologers”. ' 

But you see^ just as I feared, we’re completely Baedckcr’d 
Nothing IS known as to what he felt, thought, said, or did in 
any of these places, and so it all becomes guite hopelessly 
guide-bookish, and might just as well read from tlic outset 

103 M. Villach, an old town on the Drave, picturesquely 
situated m a broad, fertile basin at the base of the Dobratsch. 
The Gothic parish church (15th eent.) contains numerous 
tombstones of the Khevenhullcr, Dictrichstcm, and other 
noble families, line view from tower (310^ m height); etc , 
etc. 

1 here’s only one thing to be done about it * get him up to 
Jaca, and across the Pyrenees by the middle pass at the Pic 
du Midi, and so into the ICmgdom of France, with all possible 
speed. 
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HA\r^o PLODDED ACROSS Uic PyTcnccs PancdmsMsIlcd 
the ancient centre of the arts and sciences, the one umc 
flronghold of the Albigcnscs, Toulouse, and from there made 
his n'ay to Pans Bui the years ha\'c gone adnfl ogam, for 
some stale that he \\-a3 m Pans dunng 1517, %vhi]c others 
seem to suggest 1518 or 1519 

Woman hater or not, one thing '\'c may be sure of a 
young medical, setting out to see the xrorld at the age of 
ig or 20 who strode the earth witJi a cock a lioop swiiggcr, 
dressed pbtoly but nevertheless elegantly and at llic age of 24, 
was already ackno\s 1 cdgcd a Master of the Secret Arts and a 
nuraclc worker m the healing of sickness, disease, and tlic open 
tvounds of battle, and who perhaps, took but little notice of 
women, could not fail to put many fcmminc hearts into a whirl 
It cannot have been necessary for hym to go through any of the 
Kabalmic spells set forth by Abraham tlic Jew (alchemat and 
magician of 1400) under the heading Hoj? lo bt btlo^^d ef n 
]Vomtm ’ It seems as though he must Iiaic gone tlirough life 
ivlthout one bnght eye glance for any of them and as for a 
Paracclsian wink at a comely Watphalian wench or a quick 
bss for a Spanish beauty—why, even to imagine the possibility 
of such a thing is near akin to some form of sacrilege! \ct 
hk wTilings were so bold and crude that Thomas Thompson 
could not bring himself to translate them But, of course, we 
( know that a man (especially a super sensitive) may break loose 
in svords when he never breaks loose m any other \vay How it 
\vould cnncli his hfe-story if we could find just a hint of what 
editors and joumolbts iked to call heart interest , and is 
now known, perhaps ns 'eroticism However \vc arc driven 
to the conclusion that Paracelsus had no sex life Do Slasher, 
the Soldier, and Qnindlesnout, the Swine, come trotting back 
into the picture? Not at alL We may just as well believe that 
he was beloved by a AVoman of whom we know nothmg 
And why should we know? Let s leave it alonc^ in the limbcriost 
of his bdoved hmbus 
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In Pans, the best portrait of Paracelsus was painted by Scorel, 
the French (or was it Belgian^) artist, who lived from 1493 
to 1562 It is done in oils upon a panel of wood, and bears the 
inscnption ‘‘Famoso Doctor Paracelsus’^ At one time it was in 
the museum at Nancy, and is now m the Louvre. 

The portrait is exciting in its pose, composition, and treat¬ 
ment It shows the Famoso Doctor in the heyday of his youth 
smooth, cleanshaven, well clothed in flesh, round and plump 
The eyes glance to the nght with imperious enquiry, as who 
should say “Well, there’s no difficulty in understanding 
that, is there -a mixture of dignified insolence and arrow- 
swift msight The nostril wings seem to be quivenngly dilated 
The mouth is fiim, full, deep-cut, and dimpled The chin rolls 
out massive and bedded in the thick folds of the bull-neck 
The brow, with its great frontal prommence, is broadly built, 
Sculptured by the Intellect Here, above the flesh-enfolded 
eye-sockets, at the site of the pineal gland the “third eye” 

IS the hallmaik of the Archaus^ the fundamental formative 
power the motive force of the Creative Will Even as we look 
at this portrait today, we say to ourselves “Yes, that’s the 
fellow * That’s the authentic Starborn Highstepper tlje very 
spit and image of him * With his fur-topped cap rahed over the 
left eye, its flying tab sweepmg in a buoyant swoop to the right, 
most flauntingly ” 

What shall we say of him, as depicted by ScoreP A Bully-Boy 
and a Braggart^ If that were all, he would not be worth more 
than a moment’s notice There are here two outstanding and 
unusual qualities that glow like a steady light behind the 
haughty surface swagger the faculty of Resolute Imagination 
, givmg mtuitive force to the second Intellectual Penetration, 
And these two spring from a spirit that is bathed m Love the 
Love that is beyond understanding by any mental process 
Thus, the face of our Famoso Doctor has a godhke quahty, while 
at the same time it is that of a proud and hot-tempered man; 
but a lovable man, for all that 

In Pans, m spite of perhaps because of some amazing 
cures, the unorthodox teaching and methods of Paracelsus 
soon roused the doctors of tlie Sorbonne to fury They hated 
any new idea with venomous hatred And they hated this 
young Doctor Bombast as the herald of an Occult Medicine 
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that acemcd utterly absurd, as well as impudently subversive 
Some years later, he wrote ' 

Parisian learned doctors despise‘all others and yet are 
nothing but Ignorant fools themselves. They thinl their long 
nccls and highflown judgments reach nght up to heaven 
Itself ’ 

Disgusted with these medical bigots and all their boolcs and 
bungbiig, he left Pans for Calais on his way to England At 
this tune, Calais ivas still under English rule, during a short 
hved spell of peace between the Kingdom of England and that 
of France. From here he sailed for the white rliffi of Dover 
It was a rough crossing Apple-green seas laced with 
sprawling foam ran moimMms high Tempestuous and mighty 
like earth m its quakes , was his vivid description of these 
stormy waters Many of those on board suffered from sea 
sickness and Paracclios wrote down the first and perhaps the 
only vahd prescription for the prevention and cure of this 
belly heaving discomfort Take this physic, he wrote, and 
you will not be vomidng while on the high seas SaJ ptrt 
ganormity he called this remedy The reape is set forth m hij 
book CcriLt tung Pnparatums tn Alchemual Mediant (Treatise VI, 
Concerning Salts), as follows 

SAL PEREGRINORUM 
PrescnptiOQ of Hermes ^ 

S Of Burnt Sal Nitre \ , - 

OfSalGemniH- /^ach 3 j 

Of Galanga j 

Of Mace >cach Bj 

Of Cubebac J 

' Make a powder The dose is three grams m the mommg 
It prevails against seasickness, and confers long life on old 
persons. , 

It IS supposed that he went fium Dover to London, and then 
to Oxford—perhaps first mto Cornwall to see the tinners at 
their ^iU™ming8 in that westward jutting neck of land 
nddled with tm mmea. It has been suggested that Paracelsus 
went lo Oxford armed with letters of introduction from 
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Erasmus of Rotteidam to his English friends, John Colct, tlic 
Greek scholar, and Sir Thomas Moic, whose Utopia had 
appeared a year or twu before But that seems impossible. 
He did not meet Erasmus until seven years later. It may be 
that he wished to consult the original i\orks of that illustrious 
adept, Roger Bacon, called also Friar Bacon and “Doctor 
Mirabilis”, the Franciscan alchemist and natural philosopher. 
Even such harmless delvings into old volumes were to be 
turned against Paracelsus m the years to conic, for one of his 
I detractors, it seems, “had heard somewhere” tliat all his 
teaching the whole luminescent Paracelsian System came of 
his having pillaged tlic -works of this English alchemist. 

> It may, of course, be true that he lifted ivhat he -wanted 
from the works of Roger Bacon (1214-129 {.), of Ilchcstcr, 
England, as, indeed, he pilfered right and left from a hundred 
others from Zosimus of Panopohs, from Afneanus the Syrian, 
from Gebei the Arabian, Albcrtus Magnus, Arnold dc Villa- 
nova, Raymond Lully, Peter Bonus, Nicliolas Flamcl, Bernard 
Tre-visan the nan\cs come leaping and plunging like a school 
of porpoises, one upon the tail of tlie other Abans the 
Scythian, Pythagoras, his pupil, Abou-Nasr-Muhammcd-Ibn- 
Taikaw of Farabi And besides these masters, and many more, 
he Himself would include the nameless, numberless host of 
mineworkers, travelhng tinkers, executioners, shepherds, Jews, 
gipsies, midwives, beggars, thieves, and fortune-tellers, ivith 
whom he rubbed shoulders dunng tliesc years of -wandenng, 
and from whom he “pillaged” so much useful (and curious) 
mfoimation 

Surely it is time to ask this Master No-One, who “had 
heard somewhere” tliat tlie Great Paracelsus had purloined 
all his philomathical loreTrom the learned Friar Bacon, how it 
comes about that this same Paracelsus this Bombastic 
Impostor has gone down to history as “tlie fatlicr of modern 
medicme aud chemistry”, and why Johann Lavater, the 
physiognomist (1741-1801), after quotmg from De Natina 
Rerum on practical Physiognomy,,says of the author, “though 
an astrological enthusiast, a man of prodigious genius”'^ 

Whatever may be said, this way or tliat, for or against 
and without doubt, he culled all he could from the whole 
ook of Nature (mcluding the notions of men both learned and 
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mcult)—it mu 5 t, -wc fed, be ackno^vlcdgcd that upon each 
part, and therefore upon the sum total of the knowledge 
gathered, Theophrastus cast a new and dn^rlmg hght tliat 
changed the very substance of thought for all tune. And 
whoever has the power to do that, has the nght to pillage and 
pUfer as he pleases 

We arc told that after some wandenngs m England, » 
Paracelsus crossed to Ireland (Hibernia), and so to Scotland, 
from whence, there bang a truce m the fighting between the 
Scots and the English he was able to shp over the border m 
safety, returning to,Xondon by way of York- And what made 
the most impression upon him dunng his short stay in England 

_the work of the English alchemists, the high flung towers of 

Oxford, the tin mines of Cornwall, the cold, wet, foggy dimaie? 
No—English doth, which he hdd In high esteem for its 
unsurpassable quality Unpredictable Paracelsus! \ou 
imagine him ponng over some cr^-pUc formula of that famous 
English golden work supposed to have been accomplished by 
Raymond Lully, and find him handling and adminng a bolt 
of English broaddoth ( Impossible to pull ihc wool over the 
eyes of this astonahing adept 

But then despite the whole star-cnorded canopy of his 
tcadungr he how astonishingly unusual a thing it is! 

—a purdy practical man It u quite possiblCj that his interest 
in English doth hdped him in his travels. We note that when 
he left London, he sailed for Bruges the doth and wool 
trading centre of those da)-* where Philip the Good ofBurgundy 
had founded, m 1430, tlic rcnoivncd Order of the Golden 
Fleece. Perhaps he did a little doth-dealmg on his own accoimt, 
or perhaps his first hand knowledge of the English doth 
\vcaving industry proved an open sesame with certam Hanseatic 
merchants on the Continent who were able to gne him 
letters-of passport on the North and Baltic sea routes. 

He ivent across Flanders, visited Louvam and its university, 
and so on to Antwerp He crossed to Zealand partnf the old 
County of Holland, and—possibly because he ivns seeking 
further cxpcncncc in the treatment of wounds—got caught up 
m the ‘ Netherlandish ^va^ of 1519 and served for some 
time as army snrgcoh. However, he wrote of this penod 

The NctherlandcTB did not like me, and, as so often in other 
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parts of the world, he seems to have been forced to make a 
get-away m a hurry Why, exactly, we do not know, but he 
probably upset tlie Dutch doctors by his unorthodox methods, 
forthright teachmg, and scathing criticism of tlie established 
medicine and surgery of the day Hold his tongue he could not 
He was bom to blast and burn like an atomic bomb 

But, you can't keep a good man dowm and, after visiting 
the Hanseatic towns' of Hamburg, Lubeck, and Rostock, he 
comes stndmg mto Copenhagen, the capital of Denmark, 
towards the end of 1519 And here his luck changed He was 
appomted court-physician by the Danish King Christian II 
Besides this, he was given the job of overhauhng, supervising, 
and completely reorgamsmg the work and establishments of 
the Danish apothecaries a task after his own heart, but one 
that was bound, once again, to bring upon him ten thousand 
hatreds How he loved setting light to a hornets’ nest, and 
stirrmg it up with a stick' You can hear the grasping, miserly 
apothecanes of Copenhagen grumbling and nattering together 
m their gloomy, bottle-cluttered shops in the back-alleys to 
this day 

“All these new regulations we mustn’t do this, we^ustn’t 
do that' dahf it makes you sick' and who is tins Doctor 
Bombast Paracelsus, I should like to know^ And ho^v can a 
doctor and a foreign one, at that know our business better 
than we do ourselves^ Why, my father ivas an apothecary 
before me, and his father before him and now we have to 
put up with this kind of thing' In comes this Doctor von 
, What’s-his-name, like a whirlwind ‘I shall want a hst of 
every compound you stock, including all powders, salves, 
ointments, balsams, plasters, boluses, lotions, draughts, 
electuanes, tinctures, and all drugs, simples, herbs, and 
mfedicaments whatsoever, together with the exact ingredients 
used m each and every compound, and the amounts thereof set 
down by weight or other measure. And, likeuase,’ says he, 
‘I shall require a complete and accurate hst of the prices you 
charge to the public for each and every one of the drugs, 
simples, compounds, and other medicaments offered for sale 
^ m your, shop ’ Did you ever hear such a thmg m your bom 
days? I nearly fell down dead when I heard it' ‘Why, Doctor,’ 
I said- I thought I’d better tell hun what I thdught straight 
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out— anyone would think we wfcrc a pack of s^vlndlc^81 
I know all about your filthy brcvvi— yes, that s what ho said 1 
— 4ind as ffor swindling, there won t any more of'it when 
J VC earned out the IGngs decrees Its there was a 
clean up all round and some protection for the ^v^etchcd poor 
people,you VC been poisoning for God knows >how many yean 
with yoilr stinking Galenicals 1 What d you think of ihai} 
f There s & way dor a Learned Doetdr of Both Medicines t(i 
sp^l lUcU you I was nabbcrgastcrcd—I couldnt say a 
word, I was so taken aback. Well, thank goodne^, he’s gone 
off now with His Mos^ Graaous Majesty the King and bur 
brave troops, to fight the dirty, low cunning Swedes Barber 
surgeon m the army—tbats about all he s fit for, if you ask, 
me—blood and wounds and chopping people s arms and legs 
off May the 'Devil take him—and I hope he never combs 
^backl / S 

^ He ncycr did, to Ciopenhagen In the early part of 1520 
Bombast accompanied Qhnstian II and tus troops on the shorty 
•' and victonous Swedish campaign that ended with the siege 
/and occupation of Stockholrm Chnitian was prodauned King 
of Sweden, and Paracelsus so tradition tells us, gained an 
^ almost fairy talc rc%vard for his outstanding medical work as 
' array surgeon—no, not a Swan Princess nor a Slccpmg ifeeauty, ‘ 
^ nbr a Snow Queen—but a gold chain and high honours ’ 
'The high Honours axe not precisely stated but there is, it 
Seems, a portrait of Paracelsus wcanng the resplendent 
cham-of gold presented to him by his royal patron and 
protector, and lookmg rather more impressively handsoine 
than he ever adtuaJly did There is, however a good deal of 
' doubt as to whether thu so-called portrait is authentic 

Neither the c h ain of gold nor the high honours seem to 
^ have been suffiaent to keep Paracelsus at the court of^hist 
kingly'benefactor nor it appears could his appomtment as 
court physiaan and ovcnccr-of apothecanes hold him from 
rmking a sudden dash as far North as—would you bcheyc it?— 
Lapland I And from there chiractensbcally, he never returned ^ 
•, td Copenhagen, but wandered on across the world leaving 
Chrisniin II without a ParacHsifln court phyiiaan 'and the 
Ditniih apothccanc* delightedly without supcrvuion But’tliat 
was Bombast all over It wasn t »o much that he drifted finm 
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pillai to post, as that he was shot like a bilhard-ball hither and 
tliither 

No sooner was the siege of Stockholm successfully concluded 
(and tlie gold chain hung about his neck), tlian the Great 
Doctor Paracelsus asked permission to visit, first Upsala 
umversity, and tlien the coppci-mincs of Falun, nmct> English 
miles noitli-west of Upsala, as the sno-w-goosc flics An 
astroalchemical metallurgist of his calibic ivns naturally 
atti acted to these regions He wanted to know all thcie vs as to 
know about metab, and also to study at first hand the diseases 
from which mincworkcrs suffer Iron, copper, 7me, lead, 
sulphui, silvci, gold each one he knew, and finally taught, 
not only produces a particulai disease, or range of diseases, but 
each, in an infinitesimal dose, gives foi ih its on n astral virtue 
or, as we might say, ladiation-frcqucncy that is a potent 
lemedy for the ver^^ disease it has engcndcicd, on the pnnciplc 
of “a hair of the dog that bit you” 

And m order to show that he was indeed the Fatlici of 
Homccopathy, we may quote a few ^vords from his treatise on ^ 
Open Wounds and Diseases of the Skin (published b) Toxitcs, in 
1571, at Stiassburg, thirty years after the death of Paiacelsus) 

“Our teaching is tliat Nature has included us m her noik, 
because man is the Microcosm^ and it is upon this foundation 
that the doctoi must dedicate himself There arc nidc 
differences between the teaching of the ancient doctors and 
what we here teach, and therefore oui healing art differs 
' widely from tlieirs For we teach that what heals a man also 
wounds him, and what has wounded iviU also heal him 
Thus similars are good m healmg ” 

To put it plainly, he knew and taught, four hundred years 
ago, that the Disease is itself the Cure, when it is taken m an 
mfimtesimal dose This he called the Qjnntessence, or rather, 
tlie Super quintessence, which must be regarded as far more refined 
and Tar more powerful than any of the materia medica of our 
modern Homoeopathists In fact, he was far ahead of tliem, and 
they have yet to catch up witli the Paracelsian Praxis 
( With the King’s name, and whatev'^er “high honours” had 
been bestowed upon him, to help him and the gold chain also, 
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of courtc—Paxacclius could pass through Sweden and north 
into Fmnmari, and so, still north^va^d, to JoUemokk and into 
Lapland proper He went, it seems, into the mysterious 
Northern Thule In search of those rare metals wluch even in 
hu day, tv ere beheved to he buned under ice and mow, in the 
regions of the Midnight sun Magnetism and the magnetic 
hnkage between Mon and the Stars Magnetic iron—the 
lodcstonc—and its use m the art of hcalmg Paracelsus was 
the first and—except for Doctor Franz Anton Mesmer 
(1734 1814)—almost the or\ly man to grasp the significance of 
magneoc power and to use it in the treatment of disease. And 
wherever there is intense cold there arc strange magnetic 
vibrations a flickcnng interplay, as it were, bettveen the 
iky-dancmg Aurora and the raagneue metals of the North—as 
though these metals were, in fact, congealed fire from the 
Stan burning coldly Frozen star fire 
V Bombast gives a hint of this m hu GtniraJton of tht Elrmenis 
^ConcenuMg the EUmtni of Fire, where he wntea 

**In the element of fire we find nothing but heat and cold, 
light and doHjicss 

He says also, m another place There is ice in the Sun ’ 
Perhaps only the modem physicut dealing with the problems 
of nudear fission u capable of grasping the perfectly factual 
meaning of thu Paracclsian assertion Even so, he will fail to 
grasp the psychic , or magical, factor involved, ivhich is 
just -as factual Paracclsm Is still far ahead of our atonuc 
sacntuti 

Well, never mmd Our phase of avihsation has no time” 
for anything profound It just stagers along 
When Bombast returned to Stocjdiolm the whole situation 
had changed and hu luck wis out. During the campaign 
„King Christian s troops had slaughtered the highest nobles 
arid the leading officials nght and left, and noiv, the Danuh 
court having completed the conquest and gone home, there was 
open revolt m the Swedish capital Paracelsus, as a favourite 
of the heartily detested Kong Christian (with a gold rhmn and 
^^hlgh honours to mark him out), found hlm^ In a nest of 
cnemica The only thing to be done was to get out—quick. 
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There was no time to be lost It was now the autumn of 15QO 
However, the Hansa Baltic route stood open It "was still 
possible to take ship fiom Stockholm to Libau, the Courland 
harbour that is free from ice nearly all the year round And, at 
that time, Libau was a stronghold of the “Brothers of the. 
Sword”, a knightly sodality already merged with the Teutonic 
Order, and closely linked to otlier orders of knighthood 
This may have been useful to Paracelsus, for he would be 
able to trot out the name of grandfather Ritter Georg, one¬ 
time Commander and Dispenser of the powerful Order of 
Knights Hospitallers, as a highly distinguished, if distinctly ' 
rip-roarmg and rakish ancestral talisman No need to mention 
the er somewhat unfortunate “dregs-of-the-people” hedge- 
weddmg, or hedge-bedding Besides, tliere’s many a good egg 
laid astray Anyhow, Theophrastus Bombast legitimate son 
of a natural” made a shek get-away 
And before long ive find him in Holy Russia 
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Having^ made his way to«Stcttm the anacnt centre of 
the Hanseatic League and capital city of Pomerania, Paracelsus 
skirted along the old Mark of BrandenboEff and to by way of 
Danzig into Prussia and to ^i-Onigsbcrg m the area held by 
the Ordet of Tcutomc Knights which agam seems to mdicate 
that he traded pretty heavily upon the once influential , 

' position of dare-devil Ratter Georg It was just about this time, 
m the latter part of I320 that a chapter of the Teutonic Order 
made a bold bid to seize the port of D^inTig The Grand Master 
him^df, with a true Tcutomc eye to the Wdtpohtik of his Order, 
tobk good care not to take part m the battle. Instead he was 
busy negotiating a military aihance with envoys of the Grand 
Duke Vassily III who sitting pretty m Moscow, had already 
taken the title of Ruler of All the Russias The outcome Was 
a kmd of Nazi-Soviet Pact, in which the Grand Duke Tzar of 
All the Rumas, a level headed quiet, and prudent pnnee, 
promised the Tcutomc Knights military nllmnce and support 
if they managed to grab Danng 
Weil, the Kmghts fought like the very devil withhon hearted 
bravery, but all to no purpose. The bhtz on Donng failed, 
as did all the plans and projects of the Grand Master For some 
reason or other he was always unlucky m these undertakings 
Perhaps he was a httle too Grand, and not sufBacntly Master 
either of himself or the situation { 

As a result, the defeated Tcutomc Kmghts, ivith their battlc- 
( tom and tattered banners went streaming back from Danzig 
^across Pruma to Kfimgsberg, the scat of the Grand Masters 
of the Order from 1457 to 1525—and Doctor Theophrastus 
Bombast von Hohenheim went with them. In many ways this 
TcUtomc iCUcat was lucky for him 

Having thrown off the Mongolian yoke, the Muscovite court 
\vas looking to the West, And so the Grand Duke s envoys m 
Kbnigsbcrg had another mission to perform, apart fr6m 
Vassily I pohUcal and mihtary alliances. They ivere instructed 
to inyitc—perhaps entice would be a better word—outstanding 
69 
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men of learning from Western Europe, especially architects 
and medical men Such representatives of the arts and sciences 
were promised liberal money-payments for then services, safe 
conducts, and a good reception m Moscoiv They iverc tlic 
'‘Western technicians” of that day. It doesn’t change much, 
does It, even under the present Kicmlin clique^ The central 
problems of the world appear to remain about the same, and 
history continually repeats itself in slightly different patterns 
Thus, there is always a “Ruler of All the Russias”, even under 
Marx-Lenimst Communism, and ahvays a need for “Western 
techmcians” and for pciiodic purges, of course 

No doubt such “glittering prizes” as iverc offered by the 
Muscovite court attracted a number of worthless quacks and 
adventurers, but they also attracted men of high ability and 
real learning, and Paracelsus must certainly be counted m the 
top rank of these 

We see him, then, dunng the winter months of 1520-1521, 
wrapped in Russian furs (the Grand Duke made it a rule to 
provide such distinguished \nsitors ^vlth Russian-stylc clothing 
as an advance-gift), sweepmg over the snow-covered steppes by 
horse-drawn sleigh (bells and all) on his way to Vilna, and so 
through Smolensk to Moscow 

Later, when he had returned to Germany from these 
wander-years, he wrote with bitter scorn aimed at those •who 
did their utmost to belittle his work and rum his reputation 

“What do all of you know‘s Neither goose nor goat' Go 
first to the fair at Frankfurt, then learn what is going on at 
Samt Jakob’s of the Dark Stars, and -visit the scat of the 
Musco-vites, and, after you have done all that, you may 
judge what land of physician I am ” 

)In other words “You stay-at-home doctors know nothing 
I have gamed experience dunng my many years of wandering ” 
Having been insulted, he always hurled the insults back. He 
gave as good as he got, and seldom, if ever, turned the otlier 
cheek (“Samt Jakob of the Dark Stars” refers to the city of 
Santiago de Gompostella in north-west Spam ) 

Foreign visitors to the seat of the Moscovites were usually 
assigned to one of the suburbs of Moscow “their intimate 
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rriTYing; wth ordinary atizem xvaj not deemed 'vise , \vntcs 
M dc Tclcpncf in his short ttddy of Paracelsus (St Gallen, 
1945) Theophrastus would thcrtlbrc find himself carefully 
scgicgtitcdand lookedafta-*—ifnotbyGPU agentij at least 
by equall) inquisitive and sobcitous protectors Grand Duhe or 
Supreme Council of the S —four hundred Vears have not 

changed the iron-curtain technique. And this suburban 
conCcntration-camp for distmguished foreign visitors may have 
led directly to the capture of Paracdsus by the Tartars of the 
Khanate of the Golden Hordes However it a posnblc that he 
was taVen prisoner by the wild horsemen of the steppes dunng 
his journey from Moscow to the southern borders of Lithuania, 
then part of the Kingdom of Poland 
Though the Khan no longer ruled Moscow, his nomad hordes 
still galloped over the wide and wmdswept barren lands of 
Southern Russia, tind went marauding Into the Ukraine. 
Sometimes their campfires flickered along the banks of the 
nver Oka vshcre it joins the Volga at Nijni Novgorod And 
sometimes they pushed os far as the Mosl^ nver and frdm 
there came chai^g into the capital itself A whole senes of 
such Tartar invasions took place in great force dunng the years 
1520 and 1521, and must have been in progress at the time 
Paracelsus was staying in the Muscov'itc aty At any rate, the 
Tartars f^vcpt through the land plundcnng and burmng towns 
and villages. Entire communities were taken prisoner and 
driven off like cattle, to be forced into slave labour in the 
far awa> steppes Rape, pillage, murder, massacre—blood lost 
and hell fire madness—came roanng westivards out of the 
dreary wastes of the Mongohan strongholds 
Ngm Novgorod was besieged The tough, saddle-bora 
Tartar nders poured into Moscow The suburb* of the aty 
were burned out and the inhabitants, with all the loot that 
could be snatched—a nch harvest—earned off by the high 
chede boned sht-eyed, and ruthlessly bloody imnd^ invaders 
Paracelsus himself speaks of havmg been made a prisoner 
of the Tartars, but whether he was rounded up in the Moscow 
suburb set aside for foragn Visitors or whether he was overtaken 
on his way towards the south of Lithuania, we do not knbw 
Jean Baptiste von Helmont (1577 1644), the Belgian alchemist 
and dacovertr of carbonic and gas, who wm able to refer to 
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several Paracclsian manuscripts, mentions, in the Tarlari 
Histona, the fact that Bombast was tahen prisoner b> the 
Tartars Beyond this, and some few bare references by other 
wnters, nothing much is known of his enforced (if it \vas 
enforced^) sojourn with the Taitar tilbcs 

Paracelsus himself writes “Wonderful things happen in 
this world when a man of Swabia brings medicines and medical 
knowledge right up to the Tartars ” Two things seem certain . 
that he was well-treated by his captors, and that his captn tty 
did not last long It is also certain that the Russian Tartars 
looked upon any natural healer as some kind of “holy man 
and, as such, Paracelsus would be free to come and go ver}' 
much as he pleased He was evidently intensely interested m 
the “medical magic” of these Mongol rough-riders. Their 
‘ primitive psychic shamamslic techniques made such a deep 
impression upon him that, in later years, their central principle 
became the king-pin of the Paracclsian teaching 

During his stay m the tents of the Tartars, Theophrastus 
was struck by tlie powerful physical curative effects brought 
about by the occult methods of Tartar healers, and he ivas 
quick to observe that these methods were dependent upon 
Absolute Faith and Resolute Imagination 

Outwardly, the Russian Taitars had long ago given up their 
primitive shamanism, and had become Mohammedans. But, 
m the vast stillness of the steppes, and m the thong-laced 
seclusion of their felt tents, they were hablc to forget the 
austere iSlo-God-but-God teaching of the Prophet, and show ed 
no inclination to abandon their own age-old magical practices 
We do not know how or when Paracelsus made his “escape”, 
but it IS more than likely that he bade his Mongol hosts farewell 
m a friendly manner, and, without let or hindrance, proceeded 
westwards through Lithuama, and so reached the frontiers of 
the Kmgdom of Hungary Finally, hainng wsited the quick- 
, silver mines of Idna, he came into Venice some time during 
1521 In general, he seems to have followed the military 
frontier set up by Western Christendom against the Turks 
And, as, a strange htde sidelight revealing the curiously 
practical character of this astonishing astroalchemical \dsionary, 
we note that, on his way through Hungary and Walachia, 
Paracelsus found himself mfested with body-hce He imme- 
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diateiy set to work upon this problem and produced for the 
benefit of himself and other travcUcrs in th6sc hcc ndden 
regions, a white powder that pitn^d entirely effective. And so 
he may be set doivn as the first to prepare a kmd of’'Keating s 
Powder , said to be every whit i as fatal to bugs, j hcc, fleas, 
beetles etc 'as our modem D J) Tt This is something that the 
poet Broivmng overlooked ih his utterly unreal and caUu 
ordimrily misleading pdem entitled Paracelsus But pcriiaps 
inscctiadcs kfll poetry as surely "as they destroy moths, cock 
roaches earwigs and body hcc? , j 

Free, now fium that itching plague^ Tlieophrastus appears 
to have served for a short pcncid—once more as an army 
surgeon,—with the Venetian auxfliary troops during the 
Franco-Itahah campaign of September 15QI No one can say 
Be^ failed to get around 

The Duke ofFcrrara was fighting on the side of the Venetians 
this tunc, and Paracelsus fell in with some former fellow 
students Sum that aty So there was good comradeship and 
good pay Even so, as usual—and very soon—he somehow 
managed to dnfl away fixim soldiering It may have been that 
he disliked fighting against the Emperor Charles I 'The 
R^ubhe of Vemcc ^vas, at that time, governed by the temble, 
and anonymous, Council of fen as coldblooded and ruthless 
as any Nazi Gtsiepo or Soviet O G P U and Theophrastus 
would have found it unposnblc to breathe m such an atmos¬ 
phere of festering mtnguc and fear stricken keyhole listening 
Whatever the reason Army-Surgeon Bombast von Hohcnhcim 
slipped quietly away Without doubt he was a master of the 
art of vnni^hing By Magick? What do we know of Magu^l, 
anyway m these days of Armchair Technology and Popular 
Sacncc Siftings? Not much, 

■'Already his reputation as an alchemist magician was 
^established and widespread Month by month the fahncations' 
grciv His sword could bring the dead to life. His signet 

nng would cure all Hivascs at a touch. His hand-glass revealed 
what ivas happening at any moment m any pdrt ^f the world' 
A turn of his fiir trimmed cap would bring a howling hurricane, 
or still a tornado He had but to wrap his cloak about bun to 
become mvisible m broad daylight. Three hairs of his head 
enclosed in a’locket and hung about the chest ivould wird 
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off evil spirits and prevent the ague All the usual magical 
mumbo-jumbo of the Middle Ages. There was no end to the 
nonsense 

■Nevertheless, Paracelsus maintained that all these wonders, 
and many far more wonderful, could be performed, not with 
lockets, hairs, cloaks, caps, mirrors, rings, swords, but simply 
and only' by the power of Resolute Imagination He was, 
indeed, the fost to throw away the conjuring-tncks in ordei to 
denwnsfrate the True Magick. But we have thrown away the 
True Magick with the box-of-tiicks, and now, logically and 
paradoxically, are left with a box-of-tneks called “Atomic 
Disruption” and the Fear that comes streaming from it 
As for atomic energy and our so-called “atomic bomb ”, let us 
read the words written by this master-magician four centunes 
ago, m his Buck Meteoronm. words that go to the root of the 
whole cosmic fabric and its mterplanetary vibrations 

j So that when the process of perfection (purification 

or subhmation) properly begins, the mass (or matter) 
transforms itself there and then into a ray Know, therefore, 
that the said mass is ultimately nothmg but a box full of 
great force and power . . . 

. For what is so mighty, so violent, and so wondious 
as a ray in its effect and action^” 

A ray a ray of Light. The Light of the Stars. What is Matter 
but the Light of the Stars ^ Man himself is composed of Matter, 
and therefore Man is “a sun, and a moon, and a heaven filled 
with stars” 

Accordmg to Paracelsus, all the force and power “so 
mighty” and “so violent” that we have unlocked from 
Uranus, is within Man himself, and'needs no other mechamsm 
no “atormc pile” for its release. Man himself is the Divine 
Machine, the most dehcate and the most powerfiil, and he 
can never improve upon himself by mventmg and using 
non-hvmg mechanisms 

That IS all very well, you may say but does he also declare' 
that it IS possible for a man to make himself invisible in broad 
daylight^ That is so And yet he laughed at all the popular 
mumbo-jumbo^ Gertamly laughed it to scorn, and spat upon 


t 
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iL It waa not his cloak that made him mvisible, but the 
cloak ' of his Ima^ation Despite ail our psychology, 
psychoamlysis, psychotherapy, and psychiatry, the modem 
world nnnot grasp the factu^ truth of the Paracelaan teach¬ 
ing That IS because Imagination u looked upon as something 
imred Therefore we can only become mvisible by bomb¬ 
blasting our physical bodies, and even so it happens, not 
with but against our will 1 

Whether by Paracelsian Maglck, or merely by parinng his 
traps and pushing ofiT Bombast vam^bes from the Venetian 
ivar zone, roams for a tune over Italy, and having taken ship 
to Crete, crosses to Ali^andria. From there he followed the old 
Venetian trade route up the Nile to Cairo and so to Assuan. 
References to this journey mto Egypt, observatioas on the 
' Nile phyiinans and their curative methods together with 
some description of the country arc scattered m the pages of 
hii many broks For rr'imple, he writes 

In Africa tfi'iqre are monsters —probably crocodiles and 
hippopotami— which forsooth arc so dreadful of aspect 
that, instead of travelhng further thou vrouldst like to creep 
agam mto thy mother s lap 

He speaks also of certam magical instructions imparted 
to him while he was m EgypL He passed from Egypt mto 
Arabia, and so mto the Holy Land, foUowmg now in the foot 
steps of his Crusadcr-grandfiithcr, Ritter Georg, to Jerusalem 
He wntes A physiaan should know also what kmd of 
diseases arc to be met with in Arabia. The next stage of his 
ivandenng probably from the port of Akka to Cyprus and 
the Gre^ islands is such a maze of uncertamty—Rhodes Kos, 
Samos, Athens—that it » utterly hopeless to attempt to trace 
his itmcrary 

He landed finally at the Golden Horn—Constantinople. 
And here, according to popular legend he made his way to 
the house of the egnjurer a fdlow-countrymnn nn d a 
renowned alchemical magician, Solomon Tnsmoainus, whose 
real name was Pfeiffer He was a man of great Icarrung m the 
occult sciences reputed to be m possession of the UniversaJ 
Panacea, the Stone of the Philosophcn Tradition has it that 
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this same Pfeiffer, otherwise Tnsmosmus, did m fact present 
Paracelsus with the Sophie Hydwlith, the Water-Stone of the 
Wise an alchemistical pnze worth all the weary years of 
wandermg. Havmg thus obtained this Priceless Wonder sC 
greatly coveted by the alchemists of old, Paracelsus began his 
long and hazardous journey through Thracia, Bulgaria, 

^ Macedoma,' and Albania, reachmg Venice in the year 1523. 
And the moment he landed he found, no doubt without 
astomshment, nothing but wars and rumours of war but 
mosdy wars. The French King and the German Emperor were 
still at war Eveiybody seemed to be at war, everywhere 
Foreign soldiers came swarming into Northern Italy. The 
Franco-Itahan war raged This time the Venetians marched 
with the troops of the Emperor, but Paracelsus was on his way 
to Villach to see his old father, and seems to have taken good 
care not to be drawn into tlie seemingly never-ending bloodshed 
and slaughter 



CHAPTER X 


AJE^VEL FROM THE MARKGRAVE 
’ OF BADEN 

iHe came back to hB father* house m Villach m the first 
half of the year 1524, having left it for his Great Peregrination 
some ten years before. Doctor Wilhelm now a man of 65, or 66 
mult ha\ c embraced his son, and laid 

‘ Why, Theophrastus, I began to wonder whether I should 
ever set eyes upon ^'ou again Ten years b a long time. Tell me 
vhere you have been and what you have done 

And after hearing of his ion s travels, we can hear the old 
doctor saying 

1 sec your nund itiU moves across the heavens, as though 
>'0u stepped from star to star—where I cannot foUmv you 
You are famous now as a physiaan and a surgeon 
I have made a beginning, father 

H m most men never reach your beginning* to the 
end of their days If I remember nghlly, Theophrastus, you 
were seebng some Great Truth-^mc One Thing of Supreme 
Value, Did you find it? 

Yes, the Philosopher s Stone. 

Ah, yes, of course )ou actually ha\c it? 

Yes, 1 actually have it—look) And the old mans eyes 
must have blinked dazzled by the splendour, when hi* son 
Ivd xf tmzAl caste* arid rcvta'ed—cf 
the King the Blood of the Phccnix, the so-called Serpent s 
Brother, the Water-Stone of the ^Vi5C I And then, no doubt, 
they fell again to talkmg of the many adventures that had 
befallen Theophrastus during hii wondenngs 
At the beginning of his Arefadoxorum Paracelsus gives *6mc 
memory-echo of those years of hardship and peril 

Sometimes we remember, dear fihi, our plight and 
lonehncss the miserable inns, hunger and so much poverty 
around us miseries and rslnmitic*, which surrounded 
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And m tlie preface, to the first treatise of his Great Surgery- 
Book (1536), he wrote 

“And thus I began to learn for many years in the 
universities of Germany, of Italy, and of France, seeking 
out the true foundations of medicine I was not content with 
their teachings, nor with writings and books, and wandered 
further . . . through other lands . . . And m all those 
countues and places I was diligently investigating and 
cnquinng into the certain and true art of medicine This 
I tried out not only with learned doctors, but also at the 
hands of barbers, bath-kcepers or shearers, and nilh 
experienced surgeons, even witli old women, with necro¬ 
mancers . . with die alchemists, and in monasteries, with 

the nobles and widi the common people, widi the cleverest 
and with simpletons.” 

He did not stay long with his fadicr m Villach. A restless 
and rovmg spirit urged him on And though he dreamed, 
again and again, of setding down, and tned to do so on more 
dian one occasion, nothing ever came of it He was born to 
wander born to come to loggerheads with established 
authority bom to stand swaggcrmgly on the giddy topmost 
rung of die ladder one moment, and to be hulled into die 
gutter the nextl But stay quicdy m a mousehole, like a good 
httle mouse, he could not He ran leaping from star to star 
taking the Milky Way at a stride lajiding head-first upon the 
Moon rebounding with a double somersault clinging by 
ohe fingernail to the outer ring of Saturn and expected 
everyone else to do the same' That upset the orthodox, 
naturally But the thing diat roused die fury of the medical 
fratermty was his amazing cures The fact that in spite of, 
or even because of, his bragging bombast he could and did 
perform miracles of heahng (usually widiout payment) drove 
them frantic Their hatred knew no bounds And as, at almost 
every opportumty, he went out of his way to call the orthodox 
medical men “Imow-nothmgs”, “dolts” and “high asses” 
(which, no doubt, they were), theu increasing ue and indigna¬ 
tion is not to be wondered at 

Other dungs may have complicated the situation It may 
have been his simple twill doublet he wore his black robe 
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only on spcaal occasions—that put him at some disadvantage 
and laid him open to the insolence and dcnsion of the medical 
practiboncn of the day, including barbers, begging friars, 
hedge-doctors, and wortfdcss tricksters who, while they 
laughed (watli the medicos) at his teaching often picked up a 
few cnimbs of Paracclsion knowledge by wnichlng his methods 
of treatment, and stnuglitway pro^imcd them as than owm 
ANTiatcvcr the reason—his simple dress, his ouUandish 
notions, his haughty bearing hii sharp tongue, his mlnclc 
cures—there is no doubt that he prov’okcd the animosity of 
the medical faculty whercvxr he went As he wTOlchirnsrif 
‘1 pleased no one but the tick whom 1 healed Nor was he 
the type of man to modify his attitude or at^ust his manner 
He was more bkc the ^filler of Dee, who sang 

r 

‘ V can Jar rtobaify—no not 7— 

Since nobodj cares for me^ 

So crude was tJic state of mcdlcmc and surgery m iliosc days 
that we cannot be surprised at the funous fight waged by 
Paracelsus against the interference of ignorant bath men 
priests, and apothecanci For example on Im return journey 
Dtim Venice to Villach m 1524, a strange and homfying 
episode took place in a low tavern at Fnaul (Udine), of which 
he wrote 

' There, at Fnaul I saw how, m a soldiers brawl at an 
inn, a man s whole ear had been lopped off A barber came 
and stuck it on with some mason t paste but the car 
soon fell off again dnppmg with blood and matter 

It was tins kind of thing, and the fact that the medical 
< profession made no attempt to exercise any effective super 
vision, that infuriated Paracelsus 

^ After staying with his fatlicr in Vilhch for a little while, 
he went northwards, and by August 1524, had as he thought, 
settled down in Salzburg Settled dowm? Paracelsus settle 
down, like sediment in a cooling alembic? A tempest may settle 
down A whirlwind may settle down Evim a great tail lashing 
whale of the ocean may come up for a breather and take a rest 
upon the bosom of the waters Not so, Theophrastus Not a 
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hope of It. And wc may well doubt whether, in fact, he ever 
wished to “settle down” as othci men do. 

His stay m Salzbuig did not last more than nine months 
He was, it appears, much too friendly towards the poor and 
the downtrodden the common people Moreover, he was 
ahvays ready to treat ihc sick, and nc\'cr eared a snap of the 
fingers as to what then political leanings might be Grandee or 
gravedigger, bishop or beggar, orthodox Catholic or heretic 
Lutlieran, it was all one to tins outrageous young medical man 
this Doctor Bombast von Hohcnhcim who had suddenly 
appealed, as it seemed, from nowhere The sick needed his 
sHll^ They got it, no matter w'ho they wcic. Tliat, in itself, 
was enough to rouse the suspicions of tlie medicals and 
magistrates of Salzburg Thus, at the \cr}' outset of his career. 
Bombast stepped off on tlic wrong foot. Perhaps he spoke out 
of turn. and w^e can be quite sure that, if he did, the authorities 
got the rough side of his tongue 
At any rate, he was arrested and charged with gi\nng active 
support to the rebellious peasants The probability is that he 
was merely sympathetic The ease collapsed because nothing 
could be proved against him But tlic harm had already been 
done The autliontics made things so unpleasant for him that 
It was impossible to stay in Salzburg, and, by May 1525, he 
had packed his few belongings and w'as on the road again 
Wandenng from place to place, he passed through Munich 
and appeared once again m Ingoldstadt, following tlie Danube 
towards his own native Swabia His fame as a miraclc-ivorkcr 
ran before him, and the stoiy^ of an amazing cure long lingered 
' Ingoldstadt, where it happened Sudhoff wntes 

“Hohenheim stayed at an inn belonging to an alderman 
who had a daughter paralysed since the day of her birth 
She was complaining bitterly of her fate Hohenheim told 
her to take a spoonful of wine witli each meal, tlien just a 
pinch of his Azoth of the Red Lion, to make her perspire 
heely The result of this tieatment was that, on tlic veiy 
same evening, the said twcnty-three-year-old girl suddenly 
A walked into her parents’ chamber though she could not 
(previously take a smgle step unaided and, witli tears of 
gratitude, flung herself at the feet of Iheophrastus ” 
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It li diffiiUilt to follow his mcrvemcnta—Ncuburff, Ulm, 
Stuttgart, Rottwal on the Ncckar, and many other towns— 
until he came ihto Straasburg where he scema to have had some 
good friends And bcrc, once again, he attempted to settle 
dmvmtAgainst December 5, 1526, the following entry appears 
m the burgsroU of Strassburg 

t y ► 

Theophrastus von Hoheriheim, doctor of medicmc, has 
I bought the atizen^hip and belongs now to the guild of the 
iLutzemcn , 

j / I 

The local law obliged him to become a member of one bf the 
gudds, and the Gudd of the Lucems, composed of com 
chandlers millers and starch mfilccrs, alio mcluded practising 
physicians and surgeons Bread and the He^ibng Art went well 
together And so, at last, the tireless wanderer having bought 
the ahErnthip of the city, hoped to find a home and be able 
t6 work m peace. 

During this penod, 15R4 1526, when he came up against the 
medical and other authorities tune and tune again, and had 
to keep moving on like a rogue or a vagabond he went, you 
notice, from one university town to another Only among the 
younger men could he find a hearing and where thert was a 
umversity there were students The older men professors and 
doctors alike brushed him aside as a stupid clown a * mon 
itrous mountebank , a windbag , or a self taught Ebppo- 
cpitcs ’ I 

He had not been long in Strassburg when he was rhallengcd 
to meet Wcndolm, or VendcUnus, a femous upholder of the 
Galenic school of medicine, m a Disputation Theophrastus 
accepted His opponent opened the debate, and droned on 
and on Paracelsus listened to the intcnninablc rigmarole of 
fluent nonsense, the gUb futihtics the pompous assertions based 
neither upon experience nor common sense, the dreary rypcti 
tions of learned ignorance, the foolish assumptions, the fly 
blown phrases. And as he listened disgust whelmed within him. 
At last "Wcndolm sat down and Paracelsus ivas called 
upon to reply He was furious It was he felt, an insult to be 
expected to listen to such a farrago of foundationlcis arguments 
He rote, slowly, and said 
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“I Will not condescend to answer such rubbish' ” And with 
that he walked out. 

What a buzz of tnnmph must have burst from the assembled 
medicos' 

“You see^ He’s silenced can’t reply'” 

“Ha' the Great Paracelsus' . .’Y 
“Didn’t I teU you^ . . an obvious fraud'” 

“‘I ivdl not condescend ’ What an exliibition of impudent 
Ignorance' Not one word can he find to refute Vendehnus . 

“Well, there’s one good thing this will be the end of 
him . . ” 

In spite of this unfortunate mcident, his skill was in ever- 
mcreasmg demand by the sick, the halt, the maimed, and the 
crippled who had been given up as “mcurable” by the regular 
physicians of the city But, as usual, that only added fuel to the 
fire, for his many remarkable cures had already awakened 
professional envy to a dangerous degree 

It was, some say, about this time that he was summoned to 
attend Prmce Philip, Markgrave of Baden, who ^yas suffenng 
from acute dysentery So weak was his condition that he was 
not expected to hve, and, now that the ordinary doctors had 
done their worst, were at their wits’-end and could do no 
more, the cry went up “Send for Paracelsus' ” 

First, Paracelsus administered the foUowmg preparation 


Preparation for Loose Dysentery. 

Of Bloodstone 

Of Red Corals - 5 uj 

Of Spodium 

Of Tanacetum, to the iveight of all 


\ 


Make trochisks with mucilage of the glue of botin The 
dose IS 3 ss 


\Vithout a thorough knowledge of astroalchemy, such as no 
medical man or chemist of our day possesses, such a prescrip¬ 
tion cannot be more than a Paracelsian emgma, or, if you 
choose to have it so, a paraph of alchemical nonsense No 
matter, it worked. 

To allow this medicme full effect and to give the patient 
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some rot, Thcophrastiu put the hlarkgrave into a deqD ilccp 
wth a concoctioa of opium (laudanum) made mto a bolus 
When the MarVgravc awoke from this heavy slumber he was 
greatly refreshed free from pam, and the dysentery was abating 
AVhea he ivas fully recovered, he stretched an arm, took up a 
jewel, and thrust it mto the hand of Paracelsus 
What 13 this? asked the astonished Bombast 
Your payment. Doctor 

*My pajfmint? Theophrastus stared at the jeweL It was not 
a very valuable one. 

Yes, certainly Your payment—a handsome gifr. 

Gift, Your Highness? I don t imdcrstand I am accustomed 
to charge a proper fee for my professional services Naturally, 
there has not been time to send m ray account 

That will more than cover it, no doubt said the Mark 
grave. 

What I bellowed Bombast, m a towenng rage, you give 
me what you think fit—as you might toss a com to a b^ar m 
the street? Your Highness, I am grossly insulted 1 
It u said that Paracelsus kept the jewel and ivore it alw’ays 
hung about his neck, as a remmder of this unmented outrage 
However that may be, he never received any further 
payment from the Mari^gravc, No doubt he sent in hts account 
in due course. The Markgravc s rapid recovery had been an 
astonishment to everyone. And then? \Vhy then his household 
physiaans masted that there had not been time for sucli a 
recovery that m fact it was due entirely to the treatment th^ 
had given before Doctor voa Hobcnhcim ivas called in and 
that therefore he had no nght to claim a professional fee! 
Indeed, it was on their advice that Pnnee Philip, a wealthy 
man, refused to pay Paracelsus for his visit, his skill or his 
medi ernes 

' Pay Paracelsus?— ■pak! not likely I Why he did nothing 
at all!” 

That was but one of the many insults hurled Lt von Hohen 
heim by the medical profession and by wcalthylpaticnts 
It was one he never forgot. \ 
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HOW FROBEN’S FOOT KICKED PARACELSUS 
TO THE TOP OF THE TREE 

Nothing ever ran smoothly for Bombast. Belittled and 
insulted one moment, he was lauded to the skies the next 
In that same winter of 1526, Johannes Froben, or Frobenius, 
the famous printer, publisher, and humanist of Basle, ^vas 
bedridden with a right leg and foot that gave him excruciating 
pam. Some say it was due to a fall, otliers that it was the 
aftermath of an apoplectic fit He ivas 66 years of age, and 
seemed to be suffenng as much from the unskilled treatment 
of the local physician as from the injury or disease. Things 
went from bad to worse until, finally, having tried all their 
usual remedies in vain, they suggested that tlie only means of 
savmg his life was to amputate the leg an operation tliat, in 
those days, was enough to ternfy anyone, no matter how 
painful the limb might be 

It ivas at this time that Paracelsus was called m. He stayed 
in the house, made his examination, and began the treatment 
And almost immediately the healing process set in Before long 
Froben was not only able to walk without pain or discomfort, 
but to resume those long and toilsome journeys that, as a 
prmter and bookseller, were necessary to his business 

But who could foresee that Froben’s foot would lift Paracelsus 
to the highest peak of fame^ How small a thing may change the 
whole course of existence' A wart on a little finger could 
plunge the nations into war A stuttered word, misunderstood, 
could place a tipsy cooper upon a throne A kiss could week 
an empire 

It IS most unlikely that Theophrastus knew that Erasmus of 
Rotterdam, then a man of 60, was, in tins tumultuous penod 
of the Refoi mation, living in the same house with the old 
prmter In fact, he hved there for some eight years It so 
happened that, durmg the few weeks of his stay, Paracelsus 
won the fervent admiration and deep regard of the great 
Dutch scholar. And that was the tummg-pomt m Bombast’s 
career. 


84 



FRODCN KlCrCD FARACfLSUI TO TREE TOT 85 

Enumm had been appointed profciwr of Greek at Cam 
bridge b) Henry VIII lie ihm be^in lui great ivork of 
preparing an rdinon of die Greek Tolamail Mih n Laim 
traroLitJon in panlld ctlumn^ ITic publiniion of this m 
printed form liad gum a ncu impciiu to lljc itudj of the 
Scnplum and an onw'ard pudi to the Molcnl antac^numt of 
the Reformation ncm breaking into nou and cl\al Mnn nil 
o\*cr A\«icm Europe 

It M-as pcrhnpi, nilural that one of a Iinihant ino John 
Colei, Dcsidcnu* Lrasmm, SirTliorin^ More—Greek iclolnr 
ihip, the laming t/rj/nc-ili >n!d ciiabhdi uatlioul 

hcntalion and v.Tihout difliniU> a linkage with iliu >‘Dunp 
medical (Paracdjui \\ai now onl> 35) wlio alrrad\ rqircjcntcd 
ihc Ncv. Mcdinne, and wn, In fact, its onl> creator and 
exponent Not that fnimut and hii humanist fncndi were 
evTT partlcubrlj intcrcitcd In the ailroalchcmlcal foundalioni 
orParactUtan Nlagick upon wludi the \cw Mcdianc reted 
Bai here war a »uny intcHeet keen searching foimanNC, and 
m full rcvtiU acpinn the ape-old obieuntics and obicurantimi 
of csiabhihed authont) whether of Clmrch or biaie Ihrdi of 
a feather flock together c\cn though one u blind in one c>c 
and another can hmxr hif her flian the rot 
Some time after the cure of kroben* foot, Frismut con 
lulled Paracclsut b> letter about Imowm iLitc oflicalih wliicli, 
diagnosing from the f^mptoini desenbed, the Doctor found 
impaired b) gout, inflammatinn of the liver md kidnc> 
trouble. In rcpl) Paracelsus WTOtc os follows (the letter 
WTillcn in I-aiin and undated bang exUnl) 

To thi Dii^\nt^tnsh/d VaUon of ihr U'mOii MaUrr 

Cjamui of RoUndan, most shtted in ell /earning 

The Icgaq of medical knowledge bequeathed to me by 
Greek and /Vrabian science is frankly set fortli' In my 
wntingi Everyone knows that 1 am the author of dmthr 
opinions* 

The region of the hver does not need drugs nor arc 
laxatives required for the other two ailments The Magislrale 
Arcamiwi is rather loo strong for y’our ease—il b presenbed 
for clniled residues, i c those that tend to consolidate It Is 
hTtcly to injure the liver, as do the sovereign rcntcdics for 



86 


THE LIFE AND SOUL OF PARACELSUS 


fatty degeneration of the kidneys approved by the best 
authontics. I ki^ow your body cannot tolerate Mesua’s 
coloqumtida (a powerful cathartic of biller cucumber in the 
pharmacopceia of Mesua, the Arabian physician of the 
8 th century) or of any drug, however mild, for loosening the 
bowels. I am certain that I am more skilful and experienced 
m my art than he and that I know what ^^^ll effectively set 
you up for a long, tranquil, and healthy life. You don’t need 
purges 

‘‘The third disease to speak more openly occurs when 
some substance be it internal pus, congenital or acciden¬ 
tally gathered phlegm, sediment from unne, tartar from the 
vessels, mucus from the residue of sperm, internal nutnent 
humour, degenerate bituminous fatty tissue, or something 
of the sort begins to coagulate through the effect of Salt 
(in which resides tlie principle, of Coagulation) In the case 
of silica, or rather beryl, a sim-ilar mode of generation exists 
I have not diagnosed that these substances have been 
generated m your case, but all my views in the subject of 
the litde lumps of'marblc-like nnmcral matter m die kidneys 
themselves will be found unde.r the hcadi|ng ‘Coagulated 
Substances’ 

“If, wordiy Erasmus, your E-’xcellcncy ,.tproves of the 
treatment I prescribe, I will see Uhat you ai:p'pro\aded jioth 
with a physician and with medicine ^ " ""( 

“Farewell, 

“Theophrastus.” 


We cannot but notice how emphatically Paracelsus advised 
against the use of crudely powerful drugs and purges, especially 
m the case of a highly sensitive and delicately poised personal ty 
And, of course, the shghdy pompous swagger-brag “Everyone 
knows that I am the author” “I am certain that I am more 
skilful and experienced in my art than he”, etc is charac- 
tenstic of the man, and cannot be overlooked It is the authentic 
Bombast at work extremely pohte, detailed, careful, uttedy 
confident of his own powers, outspoken to a degree, exhibiting 
his knowledge, cahnly reassuring, in places almost chatty, 
downright practical, and highly dehghted with Theophrastus 
Bombast Paracelsus, Doctor of Both Medicmes 
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Erasmus, >vntmg also in Latin, ansivcrcd this letter In the 
fono\vmg terms 

Eramas of Rbtltrdam to Doctor Theophrastus 

It 11 not unreasonable, O Physiaan, through whom God 
gtvea us health of body, to svish eternal health for thy 
soul 

In the liver I ffu/Ter pains, tbcongmof which I cannot 
drvmc. I have been aware of the kidney trouble for many 
yean The third ailment I do not sufBacntly imdcrstand, 
still It seems to be probable that there is some harm. If there 
IS any atne solution that can amchoratc the pam, I beg 
that thou wilt commumcate it to me. 

I cannot offer a fee equal to thy art and thy Icammg 
but certainly a grateful spmt Thou hast recalled Frobenius 
from the Shades, ivho is my other half, and if thou rcstorest 
me thou rcstorest two in one. /- 

‘Farewell, 

Erasmus Rotterdamus 

Erasmus of Rotterdam was not the man to pen letters of 
fulsome praise, nor to beg medical advice and treatment from 
any yoimg cock a hoop sivaggcrcr who happened to come 
along This is a pomt that may be pondered by those—and 
they cjost even at the present time—who appear to have a 
strong mcUnation to dismiss Paracelsus (just as he ivai dismissed 
by the medical men and professors of his own day) os a 
rpoofing quack-doclor and blustering mystery monger with a 
Dram full of Kabahstic quips and crochets and the gift of the 
gab, who did, in fact, hit upon ^nc or two qmte useful items of 
knowledge m the sphere of practical chemistry Others tnkmg 
Up an even more patromsmg attitude, prefer to look upon him 
as a perfectly honest, but self-deluded transcendentahst a man 
whose wits had been evaporated and kept m jars above the 
Moon But none of this Wl do A careful ejcamuintion of the 
facts—and the facts mclude his autographed manuscnpti and 
letten (with the letters to and from Erasmus, of course)— 
□rings before us a very dificroit type of personality one 
capable of receiving and formulatmg a superior Idnd of 
knowledge that we have not yet attained 
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■ We have seen the impression made upon the clear-thmkmg 
Erasmus by the Paracelsian treatment of Froben^? foot “Thou 
hast recalled Frobenius from the Shades ” And we must never 
overlook the fact that the medical work of Paracelsus Avas rooted 
m and sprang from his Magical Teaching It is quite impossible 
to separate his Medicine from his Magick. They are one and 
the same thmg 

He was now called upon to apply Ins occult idcopraxis to 
the physical mfirnuties of Frobcn’s friend, Erasmus of Rotter- 
dani What was the result^ Wc do not know in detail, but 
there can be no doubt that it was, if not entirely, at any rate 
to, a large extent, successful. This must have been so, because 
we know that Erasmus was so impressed by tlic insight of 
Bombast’s diagnosis of his several diseases that he desired the 
Doctor to come and stay for some length of time in Basle^ tliat 
he might have his personal supervision And, indeed, Theo¬ 
phrastus offered this, when he wrote “I will see that you are 
provided with a physician and with medicine ” Had theimtial 
diagnosis and treatment-by-post (so to speak) been unsuccessful, 
we can be sure that Erasmus would not have expressed a desire 
to have the young German doctor near at hand In tlie event, 
however, he went out of his way to influence the magistrates 
of the city m the decision they took some few weeks later a 
decision that had the effect of bringing Paracelsus from 
Strassburg to settle in Basle 

The backgroimd to Ml this was the religious war let loose 
by Luther, that now raged m Basle beUveen tlie Cathohes, led 
by Ludwig Bar, and the Protestants, led by (Ecolampadius, 
whose real name was Johannes Hussgen He was pastor of the" 
Church of Saint Martin and Professor of Theology at Basle 
University Among his stalwart helpers in the struggle for 
rehgious reform were Froben, the printer, and Erasmus, tlie 
scholar 

As the months went by, the Reformers gamed ground 
rapidly In September 1526 the Protestant magistrates issued a 
deciee that the Gospels were to be preached freely and openly, 
and that all canon teaching not authorised by the four Evangels, 
the Epistles of Sa'mt Paul, and the Old Testament, must cease 
Then, on October 19, 1526, came a further decree confiscating 
all monastic property and takmg it over for the use of the poor 
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and the •\\*clfarc of the people generally And behind these 
drastic and rc\*olutionary changes stood (Ecolampadius 
svhosc personal influence now supreme 

cr, in Basle Uni\*cnit> itself the Catholia maintained 
tlicir authority, and the RcTormcrs made little headi\’ay And 
then, just about this time, the port of town physician fclKncant 
In addition to the medical care of the townspeople, it included 
a lectureship m Mcdianc nt the University as well as the 
supervision of the lovm apothecaries This appointment—one 
of considerable importance and not to be sneered at—was m 
the gift of the magistrates not the University But tlic faculty 
of medicine had the nght to interfere both with the medical 
practice and lectures if the ph^'sician appointed failed to 
conform to their rules and r^ulations In the past they had 
always advised and sometimes decided, as to who should be 
givTn this post 

In the religious turmoil of the times the magistrates vnctc 
mainly influenced b) CEcolampadlus, who In this matter of 
the appointment of i town ph>'Siann was strongly inducnccd 
by his friends Froben and Erasmus both anxious to induce 
Paracelsus to settle in the city It may have been that in 
' urging hii appointment, (Eralampadius hoped that the 
bnlhanl young German doctor who had already kicked over 
the traces of all the sdioob and appeared to be something of a 
^ heretic and certainly a bom rebel might prove a useful 
rcmforccmcnt to the reformist party Be that as it ma) the 
Protestant majonty of the magistracy of Basle agreed on 
(Ecolampadius 3 recommendation that the Learned Doctor 
Theophrastus should be invited to lake up the position of 
Town PhjTician and Lecturer in Mcdianc at the Umvcrsitv 
Here was a nasty smick in thc-cy-c for all those who Jiad 
sneered jeered, and scoffed at Paracelsus—this ass of 

Einsicdcln —and his so-called New Mcdianc AVc can 
hear them grumbling and muttering 

How such a buU-calf braggart ever came to be appointed 
beats mcl 

The }few Mcdianc 1 'SVhat does it amount to? Cuckoo- 
spit I 

'No more a doctor than my foot! 

Froben s foot, you mean 
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“ Hull’ yes, you have to be well in ivith the Protestants to get 
anywhere, these days 

And so it came about that, to\yards the end of the year 1526, 
Paracelsus, at the age of 33, took up his appointment m the 
city of Basle, little knoiving what lay in store for him 



CHAPTER XII 


CLEAR THE WAY FOR PARAGELSUSl 

The itTN DOES not me without a dawn, and so, when his 
fw^rhtng flashed from the barbicon of Basle m a burst of 
splendour, that was the final wonderment That was the 
moment of upthrustmg radiation, sudden and surprising when 
all cyfes blint and it is dayl Before that—long before—his 
shimmering aureole had apiead like a vast canopy glowing 
ever more brightly heralding the sunburst 

Thus, when it was known that Paracelsus had been appointed 
Town Physiaau and would expound the Archidoxics of his 
Theophrastia at the Umversity students from all parts of 
Europe began to flock mto the aty 

Well—come what might—he would begm with a Bang! 
His Scorpio-naturc, dominated by Mars was suddenly 
intensified The mcandesccnt inner light generated pndc and 
the joy of power Smgle-handcd/ he wo^d sweqi away the 
enormous midden heap of medical traditionfilTmi—the clutter 
of centnnea. He would bum It up! The fiery fighter stinger 
filled his vans with volcanic venom and delight, for there n a 
Scorpion m the bloodstream of those bom under this Sign, 
and now its smpper-claws and its stmging tail tip began to 
wave and bend Bum, Scorpio—bum and sting! dear the 
way for Paracelsus! 

His first act, on tnVmg up hi* duhes at Basic, was to pm a 
progranime of his forthcoming lectures to the notice boiud of 
the Umvanty on June 5 1527 inviting anyone and everyone 
to attend therm That, m itscUi was unheard-ofl—mvitmg any 
one and everyone. As though the Foundations of Mcdicme 
were something for any old Tom, Dick, and Harry I But that 
was Bombait all over j 

- The lecture-programme began with a greeting to all students 
of the Art of Healing proclitmed its lofty and senous nature—a 
gift-firom God to man—and urged the necessity of lifting it to a 
far greater esteem and a new renown This, Paracelsus under 
took to ipxomplish not by falling back upon the worthless 
teachings of the anaents but by stnding forward where 
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Nature pointed^ along the path of first-hand experience, 
experiment and research 

In this document he proclaimed to the world that he stood 
ready to fight tootli-and-nail against all medical orthodoxy 
and dead traditionalism 'As for books illustrious doctors 
might be graduated from books, but books never yet made a 
physician Neither giaduation, nor a glib tongue, nor a 
knowledge of old languages, nor any amount of book-learning 
could make a true physician or surgeon, but only the knowledge 
of thmgs tliemselves and their properties 

The business of a doctor, he declared in this schema, 
schedule or outhne-syllabus, was to know each different kind 
of disease, together with its cause, its symptoms, and its proper 
remedy These things he would impart to his students, for he 
had gained this knowledge from experience, the greatest 
teacher, after many years of travel, toil, and prolonged experi¬ 
ment His lectures would, he stated, be based upon his own 
Wntten works dealing with the visible and invisible treatment 
of disease, with Physic and Surgery And he ended this unusual 
advertisement with the foUowmg words 

' “Let God ordain, and may you apply yourselves in such 
a manner, that our efforts to advance once more the Art of 
Healmg may be successful ” ' 

\ 

The effect of this was twofold The regular, doctors of Basle 
took It as a direct msult to themselves whereas, to the mind, 
of Paracelsus, it was, no doubt, a more or less gentle and 
' oblique exposure of then abysmal ignorance, that any honest 
j^hysician ought to welcome On the other hand, the students 
hailed this programme-manifesto vvath joy 

“So Doctor Nobody from Nowhere University comes to set 
us all to rights, does he^ It’s prej^osterous' ” snarled the first. 

“This IS what we’ve been seeking medical knowledge ’ 
based upon the world we hve in not dust-laden assumptions' 
left over from past ages Thank God for Theophrastus'” 
cned the second , 

Three weeks later, on June 24, 1527, was Midsummer Day 
the Summer Solstice, and th,e Feast of Saint John A day ‘ 
charged and overcharged with magical forces the day when, it 
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W'as bclitn.'cd, fcrnsccd blooms suddenly wtb golden blossoms 
that gleam like tongues of flame. 

In accordance with ancient custom, the students had budt 
and kindled a great bonfire m front of tlic University Perhaps 
Paracelsus could hear Uic cradJc and roar and the distant 
shoutmg Perhaps tlic danang flames lit his room watli a hellish 
flicker And pcriiaps tlic flicker set light to a salamandcr-spint, 
a fire impulse —Bum Scorpio—bum and sting! CUar the xcay for 
Paracelsus' The impulse fired tlic imagination—the imagination 
produced an image—tlic image flared into an idea—the idea 
leapt into action 

He vvas m the street now The street w'as full of people. 
Some were danang They were dcvnls imp? witches—all in 
league with the doctors and apothecaries /VIl against him 
Iso not all—some were his owm students Perhaps he heard tiie 
welcome shout Hooraaaaa • here comes Paracelsus! and 
felt the sudden grasshopper leap of his heart s*blood in 
response, 

^ In his arms he clutched a heavy volume of Avicenna s Canoh 
of Medicine At every step it became heavier It was a millstone— 
a ton weight—a dead monster—a mountain Hu fingers ached 
Hu arms were giving way 

' And as he lugged his burden through the crovs'd an inner 
voice—hfa own Scorpio-dcmon—was gloating, shouting in his 
car fja! Ibn Sina (Avicenna) philosopher and phynaan of 
Bokhara—the Aristotle of the Arabians tlie so-called Pnncc of 
Physiaans —you died 490 years ago but have cluttered the 
minds of men ever since— now we will nd tlic worid of your 
barren muconccptlons, and die True Alchemical Mcdlanc 
shall arise, free from thu deadweight of accepted trash! 

Then, holding alofl the Arabian doctor 5 treatise for all to 
sec, he hurled it into the flames, shouting 

Into Saint John s Fire with it, so that all misfortune may 
go into the air with it! (Yes, those arc the words that have 
come down to us, embedded m the Paracelsion legend ) 

The great tome crashed mto the roanng inferno like a 
flattering broken backed bird sending a cloud of red hot 
sparks whirlmg over the rooftops. 

Cheer after cheer went up—and what a hubbub ensued 
what a bear-garden broke loose 1 It did not bother Bombast, 
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His mind was saying “Burn the lot> It's necessary. There 
comes a time when the Black Pill must be admimstered, when 
the clogged bowels must be moved if it takes gunpowder to 
, shift them'" 

By now the fire-demon had him in its grip The cheers the 
flames, the flying sparks the echoing shouts the reeking 
smoke the blackened, cnnkled pages floating into the air all 
fanned the fire raging m his heait. “Galen next'” whispeicd the 
fire-demon “Yes, yes, that Greek physician of the second 
century a d Galen of Pergamus m Asia Minor, whose medical 
principles and crude phaimacy infusions, decoctions, filthy 
brews keep the apothecaries’ pockets filled Galen next' . . 
Galen next> , ” 

And, as though m a frenzied nightmare \vhcrc things happen 
at impulse-speed. Bombast found himself with Galen’s volume 
On the Uses of the Paris of the Body of Man^ and in a moment had 
sent It hurdmg after Avicenna to be consumed m the bonfire. 
Other books \vere pitched into the hcking, hungry flames 

He was well pleased with what he had done. well pleased 
with this Midsummer madness and its burnjng of books 
Perhaps he recalled how Roger Bacon had wished to burn all 
the works of Aristotle 300 years before, and hoiv Martin Luther 
had burned the papal Bull and Statutes by the Elster Gate of 
Wittenberg on December 10, 1520, only six and a half years 
‘ ago Well, he had burned the mind-cluttciing lore of Galen 
and Avicenna and good riddance to bad ruboish' A splendid 
start for the New Day' Now, at last, -we can move fonvard' 

He did not then understand tliat whoever kindles such a. 
Midsummer bonfire mobihses all the forces of Darkness against 
himself 

It was a good thing he did not understand nor care Had 
- he done so, he would not have been Paracelsus, certainly not 
Bombast And, whatever we may tliink of him and whether 
we like him or not only a Bombast Paracelsus could do what 
he did Change the man, modify him, make him less crude, 
more acceptable, and the “superior kind of knowledge” that 
his star-bnght spirit was compelled to reveal would have 
remamed wrapped in its own place 
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WHY THE DOCTORS OF BASLE LEFT 
THE LECTURE HALL , 

The grinxled black pages of Galen and Avicenna were 
rdll flna fing and fluttering about the streets, blown hither and 
thither like bodiless bats from a witch s chimneys tack, when, 
with characteristic defiance, Paracelsus followed up the 
burning of books by inviting the faculty—all the proud 
success^ puffed up and pompous'*physiaans of Basle—to a 
lecture m which he promised to make known and to explain 
the Great Scertt of Medicine 

There was of course, something pranVuhly impudent about 
such an invitation, but, m all probabihty Paracelsus saw 
nothing bumptious, insolent, or Vainglonous about it Surely 
such a herd of high asses would be glad of the chance to 
Itam something about the True PiU^ of Medicine? He 
himnelf ^vas always willing and eager to listen to anyone who 
might impart some scrap of useful knowledge, no matter who 
they might be—tinker tailor soldier, sailor beggar man thief 
After all, he was now the officially appomted Town Physiaan 
and Lecturer m Medinne at the Umvcrsity, so why should the 
medicals object to such an mvitation? If anythmg they ought 
to be flattered—and anyhow it was only pohtc to mtroduce 
himself and his teaching to a special gathering of the medical 
men of the city before beginning his course of lectures to 
students 

In fact, however none of this would enter his head, because, 
openly the medical men did not object. They crowded thi 
lecture halh No doubt cunosity thccatldllcr drew them more f 
than anythmg else. That, and their desire to see thu young 
jarknnapea fall headfirst into the hog sludge and be unable 
to get out again. Inside their stupid bullock minds they were 
saying to themselves We 11 listen, of course, but the idea 
that this young upstart could teach us anything is absurd 1 Who 
''18 he? Where docs he come from? How do we know he is a 
doctor at all? After all, we have passed through the schools 
and taken our dcgreci And as for this Nciv Medicine— lo-htW 
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I mean to say if theie’s anytlimg in it you can be quite sure 
we shall give it the most careful consideration But on the face 
of it, and judging by what little has already come to our 
knowledgCi the whole thing seems rather well fat-fetched, 
to say tlic least . However, by all means let us hear what 
he may have to say sheer nonsense as it is certain to be ” 

The massed buzz of their talk, excited, bored, high-pitchcd, 
gruff, suddenly hushed and was reduced to coughs of composure 
and sidelong ivhispermgs as Paracelsus walked m 
“Here he is . 

“Wearing a longswoid, by Jiminy' . . ” 

“Never ^^nthout it goes {to bed wearing it, they say . 

“So this is the fellow who burnt tlie books, is it^ . 

“Not dressed as a doctor, I notice 

“Never does . ” ^ 

“Bit of an insult ioAis^ isn’t it^ . . ” 

'“Doesn’t look particularly nervous, docs hc^ . . *’ 

“An impudent jack-pudding, if you ask me .. 

“But a marv'ellous doctor, all the same ...” 

“Huh' we shall see . .” 

ihe last whisperings and shufflings died away as Bombast 
took the platform and began He reminded the assembled 
doctors tliat he had piomiscd to reveal the Great Arcanum of 
Medicine, and this, he explained, he proposed to do first 
of all, not m words, but by uncovcimg before their eyes the 
earthly vehicle containing the mysterious quintessence of Life, 
tlie occult mechanism of Restoration and Renovation, the 
Heahng Power of True Medicine 

The doctors leaned forward, nudged each other, goggled, 
as Paracelsus waved a hand towards a brass bowl iwtli a hd 
that stood before him What was tins going to be some kind 
of conjunng-tnek^ All eyes were fixed now upon the brass 
bowl. Aftei showing them what this bbwl contained, Bombast 
intended to deliver a closely knit thesis upon the natural 
sequence of Putrefactio, m the form of Essential Decomposition, 
without which no vegetation can spring from the soil, and no 
life-sustaining elements can be t^en ipto our bodies from 
the food'We eat since, without Decay, no plant-life can giow, 
and there would be no food for animals or men All flesh is 
grass And without Decay the fundamental digestive processes 
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cannot operate. Without Death and Dece^ no Life is possible 
That ^va5 the thesu he intended to dcvclop—Lirc out of Death 

He nevdr had a chance to develop it. TTic moment he lifted 
the hd from the bowl, the lecture liall ivas In*00 uproar! 

He did not, ive feel certain go with the idea of creating fuch 
a commotion He did not ict out to upset people—he just 
upset them And ivaa then ottomshed that they could be upset! 
WTiy should they be? He had no notion that hu simple exhibit 
woiUd or could upset anyone—much less an assembly of 
medical men. It ivas not done m order to shock or startle, 
but to make sure that his tcachmg would be understood m its 
physical foimdabon as well as m its more subtle, or spintual, 
application 

\Vhcre a vast kitchen midden of worthless words obscures 
thekruth, it is only by pointing to the actual object—a stone, 
a stick, a seed, a star—that common sense is enabled to 
recover itself But the sight of the naked object, stripped of 
words, can come as such a shock that common sense is over 
whelmed m a sudden outburst of resentment and disgust 

So It ivas when Paracelsus lifted the hd 
\Ve have here, we hear him saying as he points to the 
bowl, something so myttenous and of such great value that 
ivithout It, no life could exist on this earth namely— 

I tju./tuieni 

Perhaps he used on even cruder ivord? It would not stnkc 
him as out*of place to do so He loved clear, sharp, simple 
words and dislQccd people who hid their meaning In a fog of 
pohlc euphcimcns 

But now the lat was m the iii 4 —or rather in the sludge. 

Someone called out— Tchahl filthy I —and one after the 
other the offended medicals, stood up some pale with anger 
some purple with rage A wave of indignation resentment and 
disgust overtook them Pandemonium broke loose on the 
instant— 

Beyond a joke ( . 

AboTTiinnblel 

Revolting! 

A direct insult } ' 

Intolerable I 
Loathsome 1 


gS THE LITE AND SOUL OF PARACELSUS 

and one after the other they began to push their way out 
of the hall For a moment Bombast was so taken aback that 
he stood stanng, dumbstruck Then, seeing them troop out, 
he bellowed after them in a voice tliat shook the rafters: 

‘‘If you will not hear the mystencs of putrefactive fermen¬ 
tation, you are not worthy of the name of physicians' 

(And, again, those are the very words of the irate Prince of 
Spagynsts, as tliey have come down to us m the centuries-old 
say-so of the Paracelsian legend ) 

So began and ended the first lecture m a thunderclap 
It seemed to him incredible utterly fantastic that any 
medical man should or could be disgusted by a lump of dimg, 
any more than by a sample of unne, or pus, or vomit The 
arcana of Health is to be found m these dungs, and that 
“Tchah< filthy'” was no more than the exclamation of 
Stupidity and Ignorance. 

He realised, too late, as he strode from the empty lecture 
haU, that the ordinary doctors could not accept his direct 
methods of instruction. Did he thcrcfoi c modify those methods? 
Not one iota' In a towenng lage his spint shouted. “Dolls' 
fools' Ignorant blockheads' They shall accept my teaching or 
be damned to them' 

The summer night, still aglow with dimmed-out daylight 
floating in a trance, drew away his seedling ire and obliterated 
the lingenng image of the infuriated doctors of Basle They 
vamshed, and all his churning anger was suddenly transmuted 
into the Liqmd Crystal-Gold, die llech magnum of die Archseus 
the Light of Power. ' 

Alas, even m this crystal-clear illumination of the spirit, he 
did not hear an inner voice saymg 
"^Aureole take caret take caret . . ” 

Instead, he drove on relentiessly, heedless, headstrong, and 
bummg brightly like a blazmg meteor 
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THUNDERBOLTS OF TRUTH 

He began his lectures. There was no lack of students The 
place was cramincd floor to gallery to hear this nma'nng 
Doctor ( You shall follow Me ) Paracelsus The very fact 
that he was known to be a rebel, not only in medicine, but m 
so many other ways, cast a strange glamour upon him and 
upon his name. There was no knowing what he might say Or do 
next. And although he took no active part in any of the 
religious controversies and upheavals of the time—he had his 
patients and his lectures to attend to by day hia laboratoiy 
experiments and the wnting of his many works on Mcdicme 
and Surgery, Alchemy Magick, Natural History and Philo¬ 
sophy during the night hoiu9--4ic was nevertheless known to be 
in favour of drastic reform and on this account the epithet 
Medical Luther was hurled at him Of tha he wrote at the 
time 


The enemies of Luther arc composed of fanatics, knaves 
bigots and rogues Why do you call me a Medical Luther? 
You do not intend to honour me by giving me that name, 
because you despise Luther But I know of no other enemies 
of Luther than those whose kitrJien prospects arc upset by 
his reforms TJiasc whom he causes to suffer m their pockets 
are his encmic*. 1 leave it to Luther to defend what he says, 
and I will be responsible for what I say Whoever is Luther s 
enemy deserves my contempL That which you wish to 
Luther ypu wish also to me you wish us both in the 
fire. 

From this, and other remarks ofhis we can be sure that what 
he really thought of the state of the Church and of the pnest 
crew as he called them, vras not only unprmtable, but 
unspTflVnblc—even m the taproom of a backstreet tavern 
filled with bawds boozen, and come with mc^my-daiiings 
It does not follow that, m his hatred of the lax, lazy, and 
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meddlesome “pfaffenzahl”, he was to be classed as a.Lutheran 
He m^es his independent position perfectly clear when he 
writes “I leave Liithef to defend what he'says, and I will be 
responsible for what I say ” 

If he welcomed the New Learmng of the humanists it was 
not because it revealed any fundamental understanding of 
God, the Universe, Nature, or Man Rather, it tended to set 
,up Reason m the place of Creative Magick, whereas the 
Paracelsian teaching declared outnght that “Magick is a 
Great Hidden Wisdom”, while “Reason is a Great Open 
Folly”. 

, He may have hoped that the New Learmng would quickly 
grasp the truth of that statement and break open a way for the 
Divme Magick, the Qjnntessential Alchemy of his Arckidoxes ' 
Magicae No doubt men like Cornelius Agiippa von Nettesheim 
understood what Paracelsus was saymg and doing, but 
Riasmus of Rotterdam, for example, would be likely to imagine 
that Bombast’s skill m medicme and surgery of which he 
had first-hand experience came from Reason and the reason¬ 
ing faculty In fact, it came, not from that “open folly”, but 
from an mtuitive understanfling of Unreason, the Great Hidden 
Wisdom of Creation 

The New Learmng had no inklmg of this It had merely 
, turned to the Greek lexicon and opened up the free discussions, 
arguments, and questionings of Greek philosophers, ignonng 
the deeper and more fundamental knowledge of the esotenc 
schools, especially those of the Chaldeans, Persians, and 
Egyptians Not even hoping for a Jfew Atlantis, our own so- 
called scientific age, in which poveiLy, destruction, fear, and 
hopelessness threaten the whole of civilisation, is, of course, the 
logical outcome of the New Learmng We have chosen Reason 
rather than T ife but there is no reason for life ihe great “open 
folly” should be plam to everyone Should but is not ' 

It was plain enough to Paracelsus Deep m a Deeper 
Knowledge, a Greater Science, he nevertheless welcomed the 
NewU^eaming, not because of its learmng, but because like a 
nver m spate it engulfed and swept away the mental dross of 
centuries It was natural enough, therefore, that he should 
take his stand vnth the men who brought about the great 
changes of the Refoimation, for, whatever their notions 
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regarding theological matters, they and they alone, supported 
his outcry for a thorough purging and cleansing of med i cal 
theory and practice. All the rest were against him hated him 
■with an undying hatred and wished him out of this world and 
burning m Everlasting Hell Fire, i 

AH, that 15, but the younger men—the students They 
thronged the benches m the lecture hall and blocked tbc 
gangways Young medicals from all parts of Europe began to 
malcc their way towards Basle, and these, m addition to the 
nfR nnll y enrolled students of the University Medical School 
were fi4e to attend for, m his Intmiaho, as we have already 
noted Paracelsus mvited anyone and everyone It is said that 
many a prnniless young medical student took advantage of 
this opite bouse pobey 

It IS mtcrcstmg to note that, m 1525 there were no more 
than fifteen officially entered students m the University and 
only 6ve m 1526 The number rose to thirty-one m 1527—and 
dropped to om solitary imdcrgraduate m 1528 after 
Hohenhram s departure firem Basle 

They came swarming to hear him because—well, because 
there must have been some heavenly spark ivithm each one 
of them that leapt up took new fire and burned more bnghtlv 
as they leaned forward to listen Even the AnstotHian Swann— 
the scoffen and whispcicis—were overawed, found themselves 
■outnumbered and for the time bang silenced by the throng 
of younger men, the Paxac^lsnn following bent upon catrhmg 
every word, every infiauon of every syllable, every upward 
flick of the index finger, every quick flicker of a smile, every 
^ifap-closurc of the full lips, every stabbing fparro^vhawk 
glance, and dccp-dreaimng thought-droop of the eyelids. Not 
a sound, not a foot shuffle, not a head turn Full attcnti6n 
fixed, nveted, Parpc^l^ on the platfornL 

Do you hear that deep, resonant voice iw<“lling to a cyclomc 
turge of organ music, hovenng m a frozen whisper rcstmg on 
a thread of silence—bursting mto a trumpct-cilll—plun^g 
sweeping swirling climbing ? That 13 Paracelsus lecturing 
He IS saying \ 

Man IS a star \Vhai a man cat* bread he cat* the 
star* I ' 

No other professor can say these things It 11 music, and it is 
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tiuth His voice is wiiig 9 (i with Light like a fiery angel and 
yes sting-tfnled like a scorpion. Listen 

Man IS a star Even as he imagines himself to be, such he is. 
He is what he imagines ” 

It is the golden voice of Aureole, saying 
“Man is a sun and a moon and a heaven'filled With 
stars ” 

It IS the quiet, melodious voice of '1 heophrastus 
“Imagination is, m itself, a complete sun a star If a man 
imagmes fire, fire will result if war, war will be the out¬ 
come.” 

And now, it is Bombast thundering against the orthodox 
“Perfect Imagination is the Great Arcanum All arcana 
belong to Medicme All medicmes are arcana AH arcana are 
volatile. Without bodies they are a chaos, clear, pellucid, 
and m the power of a star This bemg so, by what right, I ask, 
do the sausage-stuffers and sordid concocters of the pharma¬ 
copoeia give themselves out to be learned in Medicme and ti ue 
dispensers^ They are dispensers and concocters 'but of mere 
tiumpery* How great is the folly of those doctors who tnck 
the, people with their clowmsh remedies their electuanes, 
syrups, piHs, and omtments, based upon no foundation but 
blmd Ignorance and age-old stupidity' In your surgeries you 
he so consummately, and with your washings and decoctions 
assume such a magistenal air, that anyone would think the 
whole Kingdom of Heaven is affected by you whereas, m 
fact, all your works are from the bottomless pit of the Infernal 
Regions, and your entire system of Medicme and Surgery is 
damned' ” 

In a moment it is Aureole agam, speaking words that form a 
halo of wonder 

“Imagmation is Creative Power Medicme uses imagination 
strongly fixed Phantasy is not imagination, but the frontier of 
folly. He who is bom m imagination discovers the latent forces 
of Nature Imagmation exists m the perfect spirit, while 
phantasy exists m the body mthout the perfect spirit Because 
Man does not imagine perfectly at all times, arts and saences are 
uncertain, though, in fact, they are certain and, by means of imagination, 
can give true results Imagination takes precedence over all Resolute 
imagination can accomplish all things” 
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Held fiist m a spell of wonderment, those who delighted in 
this Paracelsian symphony of celestial logic—that is, the most 
of those present—left thdr bodies sitting or standing m the 
hall, forgotten, like the discarded skmt of so many caddis 
iv'onns and mo\cd m comerging rays of light, an array 
of angchc shapes that seemed to form a thousand assault 
-^ladders aslant the Walls of Heaven Even those who detested 
every vs-ord that came from his Ups, felt the wings of thar 
spmta fluttenng and unfolding, and had to grasp and grab 
at them to hold them back, so great vras the ivord music 
building up from the supcrlogic of that Hidden Wisdom called 
Magiclc 

The dear, ringing iwids rocket to the rafrera, rebound 
hover unfurl 

Man 15 not body The heart—the spmt—is Man And this 
spirit IS an entire Star, out of which he is built If therefore a 
man is perfect in his heart, nothing m the whole light of Nature 
is hidden from him The newly bom and self begotten spirit 
shadows forth its knoivledgc and mtcUigcncc m a figure and 
by a figure—that is, an tmagt—to long as that figure, or image, 
B firmly held without ivavcnng fluctuation or dissolution 
wthin the seat of the imagination 

The first step in the operation of these sacnces is to beget 
the spmt from the star by means of the imagination After that, 
perfection Is possible in uncertain arts But where that spmt is 
not, there neither judgement nor perfect lacncc u possible. 
Hence, wonderful things arc brought to bght by occult means, 
that arc laughed at and dended by the ignorant and the 
mcxpcncnccd who never realise m themselves the power of 
Namfre Indwrlhng within thdr spirit—that ipint, 1 mean, that 
IS bom m the manner described and given and assigned by 
God for this special purpose. 

Right throng his teaching runs the shimng golden thread 
of the Power of Imagination 

Imagination has impression and impression maka 
imagmatioii. Therefore from impression comes imagination 
Hence, it follows that whatever be the impression, influence, 
constellation, star—such is the imagination Besides the stars 
that are established there « yet another— Imagmahoh —that 
begets a new^star and a new heaven 
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, Nothing much about medicine or doctoring^ But, in fact, 
he had much to say, about these things 
' ‘''Medicine is not merely a science, but an art. It does not 
consist merely m compounding pills, plasters and drugs, but 
deals with the processes of life ...” 

“A powerful -will can cure where doubt will end in failure. 
The character of tlie physician acts more powerfully upon the 
patient than all the drugs administered ... I tell you that 
our sophists and medicasters know only the dead body of 
Man, but not the Hvmg image presented by Nature The 
anatomy of Man is twofold One aspect of it may be known' 
by dissectmg the body to find out the position of its bones, 
muscles, veins, etc But that is the least important The other 
IS more important, for it enables us to impart a nciv life to tlie 
organism, to see tlie transmutations taking place therein, to 
know what the blood is, and what kind of Sulphur, Salt, 
Mercury it contains ” 

Agam, m those sharp, clear-sounding words 

“Nature not Man is tlie physician Man has lost the true 
hght of reason, and the animal intellect with its speculations 
and theones has usurped the throne ” 

Here he goes agam clear and to the point dead on the 
mark 

“Look to Nature The ways of Nature are simple She needs 
no comphcated prescriptions Learn to know the storehouses 
of Nature and the boxes in which her inrtues are kept Then 
' you will be physicians ” 

“A physician must have a natural aptitude for his work 
He who can cure disease is a physician I he astral physician 
bom to the art understands that the Arclueus, or Liquor 
Vitae, constitutes the invisible man hidden in the visible It is 
the mvisible food from which the visible body draws its 
strength It contains the elements of all cosmic influences 
and IS therefore the key by which the action of the stars 
upon the mvisible body of Man can be understood and 
explained ” 

How the older men, the regular doctors of Basle, the 
orthodox Anstotehan Swaim, hate it all' They hate the short, 
jabbing sentences the unequivocal explosive-force of each 
word. Anyhow, it all means nothing to them. More than 
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anything, they hate to see the younger men, the students, 
eagerly lappmg it up "Whatis he sa^Tng?— ah yes—about the 
Arched the formati\c principle and dirccUvc-powcr of 
spiritual perception , 

This Vital Force is not enclosed m Man, but radiates 
around him like a luminous sphere. It is a radiating esence, 
and m these icmi matcnal rays the imagination of hlan 
produces healthy or unhealthy effects But of these mvisiblc 
causes of disease popular mcdianc knows next to nothing 
Men who arc devoid of the piowcr of spintual perception arc 
uiiable to recognise the existence of anythmg that mnnot be 
seen externally and there arc some who have learned so much 
that their Icarnmg has dnven out all their common sense. 
Medical lacnce may be acquired by Icarnmg, but medical 
wisdom 1* the gift of God 

And then, h*kc a final blast of trumpets endmg the lecture 
for the day 

God IS greater than Nature, for Nature Is Hii product 
and the beginning of ivisdom m Man «therefore the bcginnmg 
of his supernatural power 

As he strode away from the lecture hall surrounded by a 
hero-worshippuig group of his disaplcs, Bombast gathered to 
himself the deepening challenge of the oncoming night, and 
all the nagging conflicts of the day, and from them filled his 
funous soul iviUi new draughts of burning joy and towxnng 
strength shouting silently to the first spnnldc of stars above 
the city of Basle 

Pkltp' — AumU! — Theophrastus !—we will empty the last 
fetid dr^ of the Galenic sivill tub doivn the drains of Gehenna! 
And then—out of the fiery glory of the Spheres, m a world 
washed m the Aliahest of Celestial Knowl^gc—build a ne^v 
heaven and a nciv earth I 

Is there anything wrong in that zestful, blustering rampaging 
rapture of high aspiration? Not a thing 1 You mistake it for a 
picnlomly piled up pinnacle of pndc and arrogance? But 
let us r emem ber —Man ts a Star !—the whole Paracclnan 
teaching m four words Man is a star—not a slug Even n slug 
IS a star if it dares to be its horned and slimy self But the 
Star m Man must bum and blaze and hurl its flaming javelins 
m all directions I For, don t you realise?'—without Bombait, 
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Aureole is too rare an element to remain on Earth, and must 
evaporate and be drawn away to the spint-worlds of the 
Evestra. It was Aureole, not^ Bombast the Enhalo’d Light, 
not the Thundermg Daikness tliat disturbed the hearts of 
men, and shot fear into them, and roused their venomous 
hatred, as it always does. 



CHAPTER XV 


SUNPOWERED ZENITH 

After THAT cHARA0TERi8TiaAi.LY bombastic flying leap 
toivards fame and glory—the book burning the brass bowl, 
the bedaTrling star flash of those first lectures—everything 
came suddenly and unexpectedly to a standstilL He had 
lectured for no more than a few weeks when the University 
authorities stepped in and forbade him to continue. He 
therefore appealed to the magistrates 

They think, he wrote, that I have neither the nght nor 
the power to lecture m the college without thar knowledge 
and consent and they note that I explain my art of medicine 
m a manner not yet usual, and so as to instruct everyone, * 
Well here wal a pretty flne how-d you-do—a really shocking 
state of affairs 1 Instead of propounding academic evasions 
wrapped m cryptic circumlocutions revealing nothing to the ^ 
wise and still ftirthcr confounding the simple, a professor of 
Medicine has the barefeced audacity to speak phmly and be 
understood by everyone t It was not so much what he said as 
the way he said it that made the authontica tear their hair and 
gnash their teeth What he said was cnou^ to turn the world 
t upside down—cnlhng Galen a goose, and Avicenna a dead 
^donkey stuffed with straw!—but this outrageous departure 
from the old methods of teaching calmly setting forth his own 
explanatory comment on the canomcal systems backed up 
by ms own cxpcncncc and his own research clearly something 
had to be done about that. 

And not only did this Grandfloquent Coxcomb dare to make 
ha words clear to any tinsmith of Treves or any clothworkcr of 
Bruges—and, indeed, was apt to make use of language finm 
the quarry face, the sawpit, and the taproom—but had the 
unheard-of impudence to lecture in the Gciman tongue instead 
of m Medical Latin I ^ ^ 

Of this Bombast himself wrote I thank God that the glory 

of being the first man to teach m the Grcnnan tongue m a 
German umvcrsity belongs to me. Of course his enemies were 
quick to say that he taught m German because he was ignorant 
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of Latin, but they kneiV very well that this was a lie. The very 
fact that he was able to tear their Latin textbooks to shreds, 
and could quote tliem at length and translate their sterile 
dissertations accurately, proved the falsehood of their state¬ 
ment What they expounded m dead Latin, he explained and 
exposed in the living language of the people yes, mdeed, 
more as though he were addressing scissor-grinders or 
journey men-shoemakers than doctors and students of Medicine 

What the authorities wanted, of course, was the usual 
Hofum-potum paragram-ianium^ Jcremiah-dicium, domaree And, 
by placing this ban upon his lectures, they were trymg to force 
him to confoim to the old methods, or get out It is equally 
obvious that Bombast did not know which side his bread was 
buttered He never did Sometimes he seems to have taken 
his bread-and-butter and deliberately chucked it m the 
nearest mud-puddle More than once the chance of a hfetimc 
dropped into his lap But he was as stubborn as a mule. He 
never budged an inch, never gave way, never climbed down. 
He was always right, and any well-mfoi med judgment, taking 
full account of his life’s achievements, is bound to add 
perhaps he was. \Wio knows^ 

It’s excisperatmg, even to read about it, but we cannot 
expect the life of Paracelsus to plod its way quietly From 
Errand-Boy to Soap King 

In this particular deadlock the magistrates of the town council 
appear to have supported Paracelsus, for after some little > 
time the ban was lifted, he was able to resume his lectures, 
and everything went smoothly again 

Besides the regular students of the umversity, and those who 
had drifted to Basle m order to take advantage of this “free 
education”, there were a few learned and enlightened men 
such as Basil AmbCrbach who understood what Paracelsus 
was dnvmg at And besides these, there were, in all probability, 
a number of barbers, apothecanes, and gold-cooking “puffers” 
(alchemists), who came mainly to fleer and scoff, and who 
sniffed, and coughed, and whispered, and tittered amongst 
themselves 

> '‘Hahf did you hear that^ He says ‘sight is an ethereal 
substance, and that a blind man might be made to see’' ” ' 
‘‘Hoo-hoo^ he’d say anything*” 
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Sflhl listen—he tays God will do nothing wthout Man 
If God works a miracle, He does it through Man—that is, 
through thC| doctor That’s sheer blasphemy 1 ’ ’ 

Blasphemy and balderdaah^but listen listen ' 

—-But because faith is not strong m all—and so^ docs not 
beget the unswerving image within the scat of thc'imagmadon 
—the physiaan accomplishes that which God would have 
accomplished miraculously had the sicl man had suffiaedt 
feith to strengthen hu imagination ^ 

Now what, m the name of Jumping jehoshaphat, is he 
talking about? 

Imagmadon! 

ChaJ yes, that’s right- Well, I U loll the sow!—and yet most 
of them laten to turn as though he were the prophet Ehjah 1 
Ec bar you mean? ^ 

Ssb—quiet! we mustn t miss this bit 
—The Stan do not govern men—nmen can govern the 
Stan 

He 11 tell us a cock can lay eggs next—you sec if he 
doesQ^ I 

His name is Bombast, and that s about all it is—Bombast. 
Bombast, eh? hel ha! hal —why youve corned a new 
phrase. Master Picklchcmng Its all Bombast I Ha! we 
must use that 

And use it they did as it has been used ever smee The yohng 
poet, Browning m his Notes on Paracelsus (1825) at the end 
of his CHasp-mc not thus-Aprilcl foolery, wrote 

‘Bombast, his proper mmc, probably acquired firom the 
chdractenstic phraseology of his lectures, that unlucky sigm ^ 
finance which it has ever amce rctamed ^ 

No probabihty about it And who can say that if was 
unlucky ? Ah those lectures—those ranting roaring 
rodomontades, ansmg and unfolding m atomic eruption from 
the shnnmenng nimbus of Aurcolcan luadity 1 ^Vhat thunder 
bolts of Truth encased m brilliant braggadoao were hurled 
from the summit of Mount'Athanor 1 What a cannonade of 
creative insight—what a bombardment of darrlmg inspiration' 
He packed the sound of his own name ivith a new explosive 
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force Bombast' Surely he had a nght to cry “Here, Titan' 
bnng me another trumpet, larger and louder I’ve blown my> 
own to supersonic stardust'” ‘ 

“Paracdsus,” wrote that strange son of a French shoemaker, 
Alphonse Loms GonstcUit (1810-1875), better known as Eliphas 
Levi, in his Histoire de la Magte, “had divined more tlian anyone 
without ever completely imderstandmg anything ” Such 
comments are easy, but who shall say that Alphonse ever 
completely understood Aureole^ When all is said and done,_ 
only God Himself “completely understands anything” and 
God knows that, notwithstandmg all the bombasticality with 
which His glorious Stars endowed > Paracelsus, the Pnnce of 
Spagynsts was never such a philosophical ass as to imitate-the 
Fallen Angel He never pretended to understand anything 
“completely”, certainly not by means of the “animal intellect” 
that “with Its speculations and theories has usurped the throne ” 
However, Ehphas Levi wrote further, as follows 

, “ ihere is nothing to equal the intuitions of Paracelsus, 

unless It be the temerity of his commentanes He was a man 
of bold expenences he was drunk of his opimons and his talk ' 
he even got drunk otherwise, if we are to beheve his bio¬ 
graphers He died without havmg uttered his last 

message, and he is one of those mysterious personages of 
whom one may affirm, as of Enoch and Saint John he is not 
dead, and he will revisit the earth before the Last Day ” 

t 

Never mmd about the Lcist Day Every dog has its day on 
earth, and this was the Day of Paracelsus a wonder-blaze of 
fame and glory Any plodding clod can push a way through 
Adversity, since a certain ox-like insensibihty wiU suffice But 
Success if It comes surgmg-m as a tidal wave, uprooting, 
drownmg, engnffing calls for all the seafarmg wisdom of the 
Phoenicians 

Bombast had returned from his years of wandenng to 
conquer the world And behold' suddenly, everything opened 
out before him All doors unlocked He was greeted with 
acclamation Fortune took him by the hand and led him on 
He stood upon the heights and surveyed the valleys below 
Nothing was too good for Paracelsus He was Kmg, Cahph, 
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and K.hfln He was enthroned anudrt th^tan and his feet 
rated upon the earth. The great and the humble hung upon 
hii words And the lifting ofhii little finger ^vas law 

All of which >vas accomplished (be it noted) bj oju man alom 
One man acting within the nucleus of his own radio-active 
spmt Sing, stars I and dance the penhehon I Alone he did it 1 
Did what? Revealed that Man is a Star , and, by means 
of his God-given fiiculty of imagination can become a god 
Revealed it, and, by the super logic of his astroalchemical 
knowledge and practice, proved it. 

Imperial troops sacked Rome. The Pope ivas taken prisoner 
Henry VIII, despairing of male issue, began to quation the 
legality of his mamage with Catherme of Aragon ^bot sailed 
up the Paraguay—and Paracelsus toot the knoivn world by 
storm I 

Ah, ya all banners fade, hoivcvcr bnght. But that is no good 
reason for nding mto battle ivithout one. Even the fairy flag of 
Guthcratchie is now but a tvan and tattered rag And his was 
woven of hght and the sound of light—the Radiant Word 
Name and Fame? All nothing? All dust and ashes—mere 
dross? Had he been fashioned of some finer material had he 
been a really great man he would not have bathed in the 
reflected brightness the lunar halo of his own mterstcllar 
brilliance? That is all chicory and chickenfeed, to which 
Bombast might reply— 

Tdl me, is the name of Paracelsus still resplendent, still a 
Sword of Light flashing through the darkness? Yes? After four 
hundred yean? And could that be so if the s^vo^d lacked 
Light—the Light that God imparted to it? Let that be suffiaent 
Sit and eat humble pie, if that a your fare. Give me Alkahest — 
the food of the gods, the Qpmtcasencc, the Liquid Crystal Gold 
of the WcUspnng of Lifel 

Basle 1 —the very streets echo with the shouts of his students 
to this day 

‘Glmous AureoU! —the nninc of some new flower 
Theophrastus TnsmegistosI —a Kabalistic cantrap 
Pro-Bimhasil —the battlccry of a victorious army 
AndBasle,mtbelatcSmnmcrofi527 was bathed m summer 
sunlight. Life was a sunytrcaming joy imgiug m the blood 
The heat of the day was without burden and the star sequin d 
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night a canopy of glittering calm His words wci c enthroned in 
solar splendour, and his 'teaching imprinted for ever upon the 
aRasic ether ' 

“It IS a great truth, which you should seriously consider, 
that there is nothmg in Heaven or upon the Earth that docs not 
also exist in Man. And God who is in Heaven exists also in 
Man The two are One. As above, so below.” 

And again 

“The nature of Man becomes known through an under¬ 
standing of the upper spheres of tlic ‘great world’, the Macro¬ 
cosm, as well as by investigating the lower spheres of his ‘ little 
world’, the Aiictocosm, as though tliey were seemingly what 
they are in reality one Fnrnament, one Star, one Being, 
altliough appeanng temporarily, thiough the senses and the 
distortmg-glass of Reason, divided into many foims ” 

How long before this Lummous Teaching illuminates our 
scientific age another four hundred years ^ Poke your nose 
inside the lecture hall, and listen 

“Hidden thmgs that cannot be perceived by the physical 
senses, can be found tlirough the sidereal (star-cngiftcd, or 
astral) body, through whose organism we may look into Nature, 
as the Sun slunes tlirough glass Thus, the inner nature of 
everythmg may be known by Magick, and by the poivers of the 
mner (or second) sight It is essential that the physician should 
be properly instructed and become well versed in this art, so 
that he may come to know a great deal more about the patient’s 
diseases by this inner perception, than by questiomng the patient 
“ Ihis msight, or inner sight, is the Astronomy of Medicine, 
and just as physical Anatomy shows all the mner parts of the 
body, such as cannot be seen through the skin, so this magical 
perception reveals not only all the causes of disease, but 
fiirtheimore discovers to us the elements m medicinal sub¬ 
stances through which the healing powers operate ” 

The'summer sunhght streamed, and the words streamed, in a 
glowmg torrent of energy Nothing like it had been heard 
before m any medical school m the world “Magical percep¬ 
tion” by means of the “inner sun” that bums unthin the 
“firmament of Man”^ no, no, nothing of the kind had ever, 
been heard from the hps of a professor of medicme smee the 
world began 

\ 
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It \vxis the hc^*da^ ofPanicclamn exposition—the sunpo^\'c^cd 
zenith, though at the time, Bombast thought it no more than 
the sunn) dajbrealc. Enemies? What enemies? ^\llO^ AVhcrc?— 
Oh that misbegotten crew of mtuatf and numskulls! Mere 
scutn' Forget them 

Hu intuitional insight, that inner sight that he spoke of so 
frequently m hu lectures seemed to have a bhnd spoL And 
)ct he must havti known, must have sensed that the sperm 
of jealousy ^vas already hatching a million hatc-mfested larvs 
He took no notice. He ivcnt roanng on Docs a swift floiving 
nver take noUcc of the newts and tadpoles that wiggle m the 
muddy shallo^\■s of its overspill? Tlicn why should he? Let 
them ^^^gglc to ihcar hearts content, and blow out streams of 
tiny bubbles that rue and v'anish. What arc they but beads of 
air’ 

Anyhow, he was much too busy to bother with the 
AnstotcUan Swarm 

He \s'orkcd late into the mght, night after mghU Then, an 
hour befoVe da.wx\ he put do^vn his pen and fully dressed, 
without troubhng to take off his boots or unbuckle hu long 
sword, flung himself dog bred upon the couch, and slept like a 
child He had to be up won after cockcrow to attend to the 
Sick poor at the other side of the at) Yet a'cn thu snatclung 
of an hour i sleep with hu clothes on was to be turned against 
him I 

At home he ncvxr attempted to expound his tcachmg 
unless he iv*as drunk, and frequently went to bed without 
changing hu clothes, bang too stupefied by the fumes of 
alcohol to remove hu boots. 

And that, if you please, was wnUen by Johannes Herbst 
(Oponnus) v,ho ivas soon to become hu duclplc, amanuensu, 
and—Judas Iicanot 

Very soon ^vc shall have to deal \vith him, and that charge 
of drunkenness that keeps croppmg up 
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PARADE OF PARACELSIAN. PEACO GKS 

A man’s disciples are his downfall. All loo easily they 
learn the master’s rigmarole the formula and, like so many 
distorting mirrors, brilliantly burnished and flashmg-bnght, 
give forth a thousand crooked images of his teaching So it 
was vnth Paracelsus 

They flocked around him, tlie younger men, the danng 
intellects, the eager, scintillating minds. They were the 
Paracelsian Pleiads Bombast’s Bantam Cocks. Without 
doubt these chosen few looked upon themselves as an rVi/c, 
and were so regarded by many ivho ivcrc not of it And, 
naturally, this intense eclecticism increased a hundredfold 
when the enemies of the New Medicine became daily more 
scatlung in their attacks. But it was a false eclecticism, based 
upon pride and Paracelsian periapts, and could not, finally, 

I stand the strain 

Bombast chose them, and they were, indeed, the Bnght Boys 
of tlie school. Within the inner circle of tins cenacle, question- 
and-answer a fusillade of shooting stars raked the heavens 
and ht the earth, spurting m streammg showers of vhite-hot 
“ tracer’’-thoughts from Basle to Constantinople, through all 
the university cities of Europe 

There is no denying that, at the age of 33, Theophrastus 
gloried in the sunblaze of world-wide renown, esteem, and 
adoration that now put a floodlight upon lum and all who 
stood around him As for tlie satellite group of acknowledged 
disciples the Bnght Shmers Adam von Bodenstem, Alex¬ 
ander von Suchten, Gerhard Dorn, Lconliard Thurneyssen, 
Peter Sevennus, Oswald Crall, Melchior Schennemann, 
Martm Ruland, and the rest it seems likely,that, at first, 
Bombast took each' one to be heaven-sent, enhaloed, 
and ivrapped m clouds of transmuted gold Each m turn 
would swing mto his ken as a circhng star bejewelled 
With wisdom and the radiant mtellect proper to a student 
^ admitted to the sanctum sanctorum of the “Divme Doctor” 
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(uho \va5 also called Magus M<mstwsus by a certain Dutch 
professor) 

That It \vas Bombast \vho built them up enbalocd them, 
clothed them m light, set coruscatmg carbuncle-genu in their 
foreheads tnplc rings of Magick on their fingers, and ituficd 
them full of star strung music—the Unlodong Words, the 
sound shapes of HarraOnic Vibration, the Perfect Science— 
seems certain His exuberant personality ivas bound to 
exaggerate the brilliance and ability of thu exalted band All 
hu geese is-crc siv'aru And, without doubt, all his iVi^ans turned 
one after the other, into geese the moment they were put to 
the test, 

’ Compared with the general run of students m the Medical 
School they constituted a transplendent galaxy of learmng 
But when it came to diagnosing Cancers Fistulas, Tcntigo 
I^va Red Jaundice, Persian plrc, and Bladder Stones or 
hcalmg an mftamed rsxlling of the jomts a festering wound 
dim sightedness long standmg kidney disease, or nddlng a 
mind of hideous hallucinations, they ere about as much use as 
a iteivpot isnth a hole m its bottom They lacked the one 
essential the veritable Paracclsian insight. They looked at 
their patients but did not see into them, and could not, 
for the time being become the patient Therein lies the 
whole art of diagnosis—the impersonal sympathetic Imkage— 
that is also the first act of hcalmg 

Alas, this htUc pnde of peacocks strutting m the flooding 
sunlight of the Nciv Day, learned soon enough to imitate their 
Masters magnificent swaggaation, but were altogether 
divorced from the Still Centre of Hunuhty from which it 
sprang Did not Paracelsus realise thu at the time? Of course 
he did But, being Paracelsus was loath to acknowledge it, 
even to himself He sufTcred from a kmd of bUnding loyalty 
to each syntheUe gem in thu ghttenng diadem of disciples 
He want^ each to be Paracelsus and even para Paracelsus 
Hc'ivanicd a band of equals—a Group of Masters—not a 
Master and hu disaplcs Nothing would have pleased him 
more than to find himself oufrln«cd by hu own pupils— 
for the starbom spmt wuhes to walk m perfection with 
■otheri, and desires above all else to bring infenor spirits 
to its own level, and then to climb with them—a Giant 
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among Giants to tlie final splendour of tl\c Kno\vlcdgc of 
God. 

In tins he was mistaken^ Not in tlic least His skem of swan- 
geese ^vcle tlic best matciial to hand, and he did the best he 
could, ^vltll tlicm 

One of them ^vas, as we have mentioned, Johannes Herbst, 
Oporinus He \vas m many ways the most attentive, and 
ccitainly tlie most useful to his Mastci. He worked He worked 
like a Moroccan chain-gang slave Vciy ^oon he slid into the 
position of pnvatc sccietaiy, and, as such, lifted a load of 
donkey-work from tlie shouldcis of Paracelsus copying, 
Icttci-waiting, taking notes of lectures, keeping accounts, 
putting papers m oidci a bundled and one duties that had 
piled up and become a fcaiful burden. Thcophiastus wos in 
need of just such a secretary, and because he took upon himself 
die loutine work of a tiustworthy amanuensis, ivas intelligent, 
methodical, an excellent Greek and Latin scholar, accurate 
aiid painstaking m all he undertook, die Learned Doctor had 
no desire to find and thcicforc did not look for defects m 
his diaracter. Nor would he listen to anyone wdio said a WDrd 
against him 

He ^vas, perhaps, a litdc soir)'- for Oponnus He had struggled 
all Ins days m debt, w'as four times man ied. Ins last wafe being a 
w'asp-tongucd widow much older dian himself, whom he had 
maiiied m oidei to have enough money to continue his studies 
He came to Paiacclsus, as did so many othci'S, widi one desire 
gnawang at Ins hcait to discovei, by hook or by crook, the 
Magical Nostium of die w'oild-rcnoivncd Theophrastus A 
vain and fmidess seaicli, foi no such nostrum existed, since 
dierc IS nothmg m die ivholc w'orld diat is not magical, and 
nodnng diat, quickened by die spirit and m its proper 
proportion, cannot be used as a “healing agent” in die 
ticatment of disease No, not one dung from a stuped pebble 
to the hair of an elephant Uianium 235 is packed wath 
'power^ One raindrop is j*ust as pow'erful' And Man’s Imag¬ 
inative Faculty, widiout any man-made mechanism, is still 
more poweifiil 

It ivas at dns die one step over die border, fiom Matter to 
Spirit, from Foian to Qinntesscnce diat all Ins students 
boggled They repeated die woids coiiecdy, but could not 
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thrcn< Rcawn to the faurxutKls and rclj uifcrlj and fcnrIcssK 
upon the Hidden ^\i5dom with God lus cndov.cd c\cry 

liunnn bcinp Man u i Star, ihc) \\crc tauqht, but they 
dared not alinu ihc inner Ifghl to ilimc ihroupli them Instead 
thc) pildcd tlicmselvcs over snih (he gold paint of Paraccluan 
phrases, 

Onl> one, It seems thc one thc> nicknamed ' Studious 
Franr , came an>a\hcrc near an undcrsiandim; of thc maqical 
ideoproxis of Paracclnan Medidnc Ikimbasl first came upon 
Imn in thc sickroom of n po\xrt> stricken patient lie snou, he 
explained a medical student from Meissen in Saxon>, but 
had unsicd \Oia! litiJe monc) he had m Hadclbcrj: I am 
hnpinq, lie said to teach this uanter, so that I can cam 
cnouqli to pa) for m) keep * He looked forlorn, lost, under 
nourished, and ilnhbj—a itra) dog Put jdu neitrr knoi^ 
sdierc abilil) lurks Rags short-sighicdncss and a pallid 
complexion ma) mask an Aim Musa Dtchabir Hen Haigan 
Ben Abdallah el Sufi cl Tanuii el Kufi (Geber) And as 
Bombast fomctimcs took some of (lie poorer students into livs 
oiAOi house, he made him that offer tajang 

'\\cll if )DU find nothing better to do, you can come to 
me and I wll p\c )‘ou j'our keep free of charge Then )‘nu wall 
be able to go on v.atli )ajur studies under m) direction How 
UDuld that suit )*ou? 

The )Dungstcrs c)cs lit up, but he um $0 o\crcomc uilh 
gratitude that he stood for a moment tongue tied Free 
of cliargcl he rtammered It’s—like a dream! ^/c‘—a 
student of the Great Paracclsusl I—I vc attended tome 
of >‘our lectures—but I never (houglit Words failed 

him agniru ITien he said, rather sadlj I m afraid I m— 
not real!)—I mean I m not far ad%*anccd in m) medical 
rtudics and doubt if I should ment the attention of such a 
Master 

I will be the judge of that, replied the Pnnee of Sp3g)Ta5t5 
^mc ulicn )‘oti choose 

Of all the Paraccblan Paladins, this callow lad, pcrlinps thc 
Dull Bo) of the School, finally proved to be thc best tlic onl) 
one wivo m later life, became a distinguished phytician md 
spoke long aflerwardi of Ins ‘dear teacher 'Theophrastus 
Paracelsus, of blessed memory 



Il8 THE LIFE AND SOUL OF PARACELSUS 

In return for then* keep, his little band of chosen students, 
with Oponnus as taskmaster and overseer,^ acted as secretaries 
To them Paracelsus dictated many of his works He would 
stride up and down the room, turn his back upon them, and, 
lost in thought, stare out of the window ihen, suddenly, his 
voice wouldf recall those young novitiates from whatever 
day-dreams their minds had wandered into 

“Add to what you have wntten, as follows. 'Nature gives 
everything its own special sign, or signature By these signatures 
those who are instructed trace what lies hidden m herbs, 
seeds, stones, etc ’ 

“Have you finished writing that^ Now proceed ‘The cry 
goes forth everywhere that I burn with hatred of learned men, 
doctors, magistrates, senators, consuls, and the like What is 
the reason^ Nature has signed them only too clearly I can see 
what they are made of and I hate every house that lets m 
the ram ’ Begm a new paragraph ...” 

'\^Tlen, at last, they had grasped something of his teaching 
by taking down and copymg-out chapters of his books, by 
attending lectures, and by question and answer m the “mner 
school” (the mfoimal discussions held m the house), they 
became his laboratory assistants 

Ihey bad to work Paracelsus himself was tireless Often 
he kept them at it long after midnight He was too intent 
upon the work on hand to heed their stifled yawms and 
owly eyes They had to slog at all hours of the day and 
mght And why not^ You cannot become a good and wise 
doctor by any easy-going process, and those who chose 
Paracelsus as their Master might expect hard work and 
plenty of it 

In the middle of the mght, when they were all asleep 
and snormg, some new hne of thought would flash into 
his mmd flash and stream away, like a river of hght tliat 
swirls and is gone’ At such moments he would spring up 
and shout 

“Hi' you Johannes' You Mailin' You Bernhard' 
Wake up' Get pen, ink, paper qmck' Take this down ” 

And as he strode into his wor!^oom, he would hear their 
^ sleep-slurred voices giumbhng 

“In one of his frantic moods agam ...” 
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‘^Nrv’cr a v.ink tf «!rfp * 

Mun ihinli ur IT mid'* nf tionc^ or KimrtlHn? 

WTiat w-ai It itudcnti even ilit brtt of ihrm v^rre 

iTan> aftrr? ^^cd» kontMl^c’ \ irAlnmc' that wxnild 

enable ilirm to be docton^ Not a Idt of It \Iriii of thnn 

were dar IM It) the ri'^tion ihn Tirareliuj h^fj tl;o teem of 
fold m'din-' and thil they mirbl (n one v. 3 ) nr another, 
cetnc to know this pnldrn w-mk —and to, \Mihrmi funhtr 
cltorl be nrJi men for life lead IntrH;o!d*—j;ct nth 

qujrk*--v,-\i tlie Idea tI the back ofthnr mlndi Heine 
men the) v»crrnot to interntM in ih- (yritlTilit) ofdltcmTnnr 
ihr rjrxir of\outh Gold—alwo)-! potd Hov. to manufacture 
po'd The) vvTfc ab»a)T peitrnn- raraccliut in mcil Uiti 
rrerrt 

In chemiral rr^raKh * he injt! ihnn^ lex) v^tmtlerful 
diTmvrnn hatr been mad** that to pmlon'* life pethapi 
for ccninnn At f r pnld and uddwnt'oVin?—that n not the 
purpmc of Tnic \Rtms 

Dt< 1 that head them off and I'm 1 them lurk t> the iiiidj t f 
the nm ofnirdicjne ami lurpcr)? Onl) fir a time Hefnr Ion;*, 
one Of anoilim tsnuld come tatom^ TJieophraimT, I Ik-* of 
)‘0u in diie1<vj- \n me the vert of imromutm^: ba t mcuh 
Into pure fT^hl And the) t^'onld rrmintl him of uhat he had 
lilm>elf untten upon tint juhjrct Tor example iliat he had 
wid In the Srcimd Part of Ini Grfa-J r/dorY* rtn or Hook rf 
Vcxaiinnt lint ' Bn)-nne can Icam at plcaiurc the Art of 
Alchemy, ilnrc ll it *0 Hmplc and eat) , tliat b> it m a 
slmrl tiTnc he cmild make an) quantit) ofnlver or pold and 
that ‘There n not nor earr wll lie an> art K) dty 10 find out 
and pracuie and 10 cffeclite In lUelP , and iliat Thcmeiliod 
of maktnii Sol and I una (Gold and ^idter) li> AIchem> it m 
prompt that there it no more need of booki, or of tlalwntc 
innruciion, than there \s‘ouh! be tf one Mithcd to v.7itc about 
latt )cari innv. 

In fact, and in a few u-ordf, ParaccUui had declared that 
die whole wean/imc proccit earned out by the alchcmiiti in 
their lalwratorici ilmuld be pawed by ’ became It has “no 
cfTrct so far as Sol and I una arc conremctl' dial tlierc 11 n 
short and eai) ts-a) tint in\*oUcsnodifncuti) , and tint lf)ou 
will but p;t>ceed in tliii stralRhtforw'ard manner )ou 'tsill 
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have Sol and Luna, by help whereof you will turn out a ^^ery 
nchman”. 

And this simple method was, he declared, “Fully and openly 
explained m tlie Seven Canons” of the said work “but m an 
occult ratlier than m an entirely open sense ” 

No wonder his band of students were would-be gold-makers 
all’ All, perhaps, except “Studious FranzAnd yet, in a ' 
letter to a friend (published by Michael Meander m 1586), 
even this Whiteheaded Boy told how Paracelsus played a little 
gold-cookmg joke upon him Here it is 

“One day he (Paracelsus) said to me 'Franz, we have no 
money’, and gave me a gulden, bidding me go to the 
apothecary, get a pound’s weight of mercury, and bnng it 
to him I did this and brought it to him with the change,' 
for mercury was not dear at that time Then he placed four 
bncks so close together on tlie hearth tliat the air below 
could hardly escape, and shook tlie mercury into a crucible, 
which he set upon the bricks, bidding me lay burning 
coals round about it and heap coals and coal-dust upon 
them 

“Then he went mto the room ^vlth me, and after a long 
time said ‘Our volatile slave may fly away from us, we 
must see what he is domg ’ As we came m, it was already 
smoking and flying away He ^aid ‘See take hold of the 
mass with the pincers and keep it inside for a little -while 
it will soon melt ’ 

“this happened accordingly. Ihen he said ‘Take out 
the pincers and cover the crucible, make up the fire and let 
It stand ’ We went back mto the room and forgot what was 
m the crucible for half an hour, when he said ‘We must 
now see what God has given us T^e off tlie hd ’ Ihis 
' I did, but the fire was quite out and m tlie crucible all -was 
solid ‘What hke is it^’ said he I said ‘It looks yellow like ' 
gold ’ ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘it -will be gold ’ I lifted it off, opened 
the crucible, as it was cold, and took out the lump It was ^ 
gold 

““Ihen he said ‘Take it and cany it to the goldsmith 
over the apothecary’s and ask him to give me money for it ’ 
This I did The goldsimth weighed it It came to an ounce 
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less than a pound Then he went and fetched money in a 
flat purse made of cardboard, which was full of Rhenish 
guldens and Baid TaVc this to your master and say that 
It 13 not qiutc enough, but I will send him the rest when 
I get iL 

‘There was a roll about the size of a big hazelnut done 
up with red sealing wax, but what was m it I did not dare, 
being a young man to ask. But I think that, had I asked 
him, he would have told me, for he always showed me 
lilang ' 

How useful to have a goM^mith who lived over an apothe¬ 
cary's shop It is possible that this httlc tnckcry (if such it was) 
had been arrang^ tvith the goldsmith, not merely to hoodwink 
Studious Franz and the other students, but also as self 
protcctioDL. Paracelsus had enough troubles already without 
allowmg his enemies to bmld up a reputation that might one 
day mark him down as a GiUes dc Laval, Lord of Raiz, 
Marshal of France the Bluebeard of the Castle of Champ- 
toce, who was tned by the Inquisition, condemned for his 
practice of the Black Art, officially strangled, and his body cast 
into the flames at Nantes, February 23 1440 Not that Bombast 
dabbled in any such diabohcal ntea, but strove all his days to be 
(what he considered) a good Cathohe, and to minister to the 
' sick. 

Nevertheless, he had good reason to want it whispered 
abroad that ha was no magiaan’, and \vas not able to 
make gold by magical means whenever he needed it. This 
harmless httlc leg pull would be sure to start such whispermgs 
He had to take some care, for he had always stepped all too 
boldly on heretical ground though, as luck would have it, he 
escaped any senous consequences on that accoimt. It was, 
however, a great wonder that he was never hauled before 
the Holy Inquisition, a power to be feared at that time 
by nch and poor alike, by scholars as well as by the un 
lettered, by learned alcdiemists as much as ignorant ivasher 
Women 

The Protestantism of (Ecolampadius, Erasmus Agnppa,'and 
others, was notonous and Bombast s own nonconformity ivas 
said to be always scandalous Accordmg to Crasso (1666) 
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his books were placed on the Index Expurgafonus. Delno, in 
his Disqmsit Magicar^ classes Paracelsus with those “partim 
atheos, partim haercticos’’ (hb. I, cap 3). He was right. 
Bombast was a most God-fearing atheist, and a most dog¬ 
matically Faith-defendmg heretic 



chapter '^vil 

' ALWAYS DRUNK, ALWA'^S LUCID 

In the ordinary ^vay, the Baale Univcnity hoLdays 
bated from the rmddle of July to August 21 As several wccLs 
had been ^vasted dunng the ban on his lectures, Paracelsus 
determmed to make up for lost time, ignore the hoUdays, 
and work nght through to the auturam 
^Much to the astonishment of the nosc-m air professors and 
disgruntled doctors, this all work and no-pby decision was 
hailed with dchght by most of the medical students, and all 
through the rimrncr of 1527 the lecture hall was filled 
Outwardly, at any rate, everything was going well He 
supplemented his lectures ivith practical demonstrations The 
more advanced students were permitted to accompany him 
to the sick beds of his patients He detcmincd also that bis 
students must learn to become tbor o%srn apothecaries and he 
therefore took them out of the city into the countryside, where, 
under his mstruedon, they came to know the plants, roots, 
leaves herbs, ctc^ used by their Master as natural remedies. 
Then back from the woo^ and fields to the lecture hall and 
the charcoal fumes of the bboratory 
A list of some of his lectures still exists Here it is 

I On the compKMidon of medical reapes, and of natural 

substances 

n On diagnosis by pulse and face, and other symptoms 
III On Hlv*Jises armng from aadity 
TV On diseases of the skm 
V On open ^rounds and ulcen, 

VI Smgciy on wounds received in war 
VII On pharmacy 
Vm On blood letting 
DC On the proportion of mediemes 

AH straightforward enough? Entirely pracUcaL Nothmg 
purrltng or peculiar No Ultimate Essence 
no Primordial Substance (iZuir/sr), no Universal Solvent 
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{Alkahest), and, in fact, no star-distilled Magick at all The 
whole thing as commonplace as a child’s bat-trap-and-ball, 
with no cosmic conceptions to confuse the ordinary humdrum 
mmd And, judging by the lecture-titles on that list, a's fai 
away from the Paracelsian Truth as a clock from Time But 
his writings prove tliat, when he came to expound these 
matter-of-fact subjects dealing wuth lotiCns, sores, skin erup¬ 
tions, wounds, etc , every one of them would be hnked and 
interlocked ^vlth the One Fundamental of Paracelsian Medicine 

Imaginaiio the God-givcn creative faculty, ivithout whicli 
all knowledge is worthless dust and ashes 

An extraordinary creature, this > He spoke too plainly, used 
simple words, offended authonty by lecturing m the common 
tongue of the common people And yet, at the same time, 
confused everyone by introducing all kinds of outlandish words 
and phrases Ihasiei Aniadiis Evestrum Alkahest and so on 
The truth is, he was compelled to use new words to express 
new ideas Naturally, these strange new wprds seemed to ^vrap 
his teaching in a Caul of Mystery and mystery always holds 
' the huVnan mind in thrall, since Reason cannot function wthout 
a Riddle Wdien tliere is nothing left to unravel, what is to 
become of reasoning^ Intellect creates the puzzle, the mystery, 
and only “solves” it by creating anotlier' A peculiar process 
that puffs tlie intellect with pride, and produces a never-ending 
chain-prayer of so-called knowledge 

For a time, but not for long, Paracelsus was all the rage 
And altliough not one in a hundred attended his lectures in 
: order to become a good doctor, they all found it profitable 
to be able to say “I have studied under the Great Paracelsus ” 
He wrote at the time “ ihey wall not study for their degree, 
but wish to fly to it before their wmgs are grown ” They 
wanted to learn his secrets, not the Inner Knowledge that 
reveals all secrets 

And so the summer of 1527 passed in a blaze of golden hght 
into the ffost-mpped honey-haze of autumn Already, the vile ^ 
campaign against him was beginmng to show itseT openly 
Many of the students attending his lectures were too young, too 
callow, too rough and ignorant to follow his teachmg. They 
were easily turned against him by tlie faculty and their toadies. 

Bombast was not slow to hit back at the doctors. He dubbed 
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them a uufibegotten crew of approved asses , the apothecaries 
nothing but grcas> scullions , and thar coricoctions 
poisonous brews He v.Totc ^ 

The doctors talc more trouble to hide their acti\abe3 
than to practise ^\hat concerns the sick, and tlie apothecaries 
cheat the people ^v^th thar c?torb!tant pnees and demand a 
gulden for messes not ^\'orth a penny 

He let them ha\c it full strength, then, and at a later date 
v/hen he wrote 

I kncn\ that I am armed and more than armed against 
you and )’our masters Avicrnm Galen Aristotle, and the 
rest This bald head of mine —m fact, it was not bald but 
thinning at the top— has higher and lubUmcr knowledge 
than Avicenna and all your schools Come forward, and show 
what sort of men you arc, and how much pluck you have 
What arc you then? Doctors and Mastcis—combing out 
hce and rubbmg your arses 1 

Not drawing room stuff it is true, but, God knows they 
deserved it. He railed against them to his studcnt-disaplcs 
and let fly at them from the lecture-platform Foolish? PahJ 
you might as ^vell call an earthquake foolish 
He left no doubt as to where his cntiosm lay when he 
ivrotc 

‘ You doctors hav-e entirely deserted the path mdicatcd 
by Nature, and have built up an artificial system which is 
fit for nothmg but to swindle the pubhc and to prey upon 
the pockets of the sick. Your safety is due to the fact that 
your gibberish is unintelligible to the people, who fancy that 
It must have a meaning, and in consequence no one can 
come near you vdthout bemg cheated 

Your art docs not consist m curing the sick, but in 
worming yourselves into the favour of the nch m diddbng 
the poor, and in gaming admittance to the kitchens of the 
noblemen of the country You live upon imposture, and the 
Old and abetment of the legal profession enables you to 
carry on your hocus-pocus and to evade punNhment by law 
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“You poison the people, and -nun their health. You 
denounce me because I do not follow your schools, but your 
schools can teach me nothmg worth knowing. You belong 
to the tribe of snakes, and I expect nothmg but venom from 
you You do not spare the sick how could I expect you to 
respect me while I am cutting down your income by exposmg 
your pretensions and ignorance to the people^” 

Of course, that was asking for trouble. They denounced 
him, did they? All right he denounced them. The mud- 
shnging increased. Insult begat insult, snarls followed sneers, 
and taunts snarls, until boilmg anger spat and spluttered m all 
directions, like scalding fat from a frying-pan 
And still his Scorpio-nature could not see that he was making 
too many enemies at one and the same time Blinded by success^ 
No, no, by zeal and zest Like a fool, or an honest man, or 
both, he beheved that being aimed ivith the Truth he 
could not be overthrown Worse than tliat he was so uplifted 
m spirit, so childlike m his innocent gladness at having such a 
God-sent opportumty to reveal the True Foundations, the 
Four Pillars of Medicine Philosophy^ Astrology, Alchemy and 
the Virtues so filled with a compelling joy m the work that 
mow lay before him, and so thankful before Heaven that his 
gifts and knowledge might be used at-last, with full autliority 
and recognition, for the benefit of everyone, high or low, nch 
or poor, that he actually imagined his enemies would be glad 
to be told that they were a pack of rascals, would cheerfully 
give up their stupiditi^ and rascalities, and be willing to sit 
at the feet of Faracelsus that they might learn wisdom and some 
degree of mtegrity' 

When the autumn hohdays came, he was glad to accept an 
invitation to stay m Zurich glad to slip away from aU these 
snarhng insults and viper-hissing hatreds 

“Gome to Zurich, dear Master and forget it all'” 

And so he went to Zunch, where he was enthusiastically 
received by the medical students, feasted and feted, homsed, 
lauded, and hstened to with dehght Wine and good company 
Sparkling wine sparkling talk Song and laughter and 
more wine. And the god-ale, the “good-beer”, of Germany 
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Wth ;vafcn, fingers, and sugared stars ^V})at fcasUngs, ^vhat 
junketings, what joyous days and nights of Sense and Nonsense, 
Avaihcd down ivith Smnl Pounmn of Auvcignc, the most 
ctqumtc and expensive Medlars, peeled w-alnuts figs and 
cheese-cakes—yes, and hard boded cggi cov'cred with sdfiroa 
and fla\T>urcd with clo\c3 And the good isanc of Bordeaux 
And hjdrorul^ made from fermented honey stained with 
raspberry juice, Hoiv enticing were the bowls of thick cream 
with powder dfiloc (spice) covered with fennel seeds preserved 
in sugarl They knciv how to feast in those dijil 

Oh ho 1—ivc were nearly forgetting the roast plovers, staffed 
with sage and breadcrumbs and powdered ginger, thoroughly 
basted with orange juice and rose water, studded with gilt 
sugar plums and ipnnklcd with npc pomegranate seeds And 
Cypnan wine, mulled and spiced But beyond all these 
ddiaoui foods and dnnks—the good fellowship and taJL 
Golden Aureole 1 they cned Tell us more—tcU us 
more! 

A hohday in Paradise! In the woods, by the lake, on the 
blue shadowed hills Wme, and bughter, and song and the 
star begotten thoughts of a company of gods spilling Into a 
perfection of words that shoe through the mind like flights of 
iummous arrow's and floated away and qvvay for ever and for 
ever, In a cloud of music and laughter ^Vhat s 

that? It I a lot of drunken nonsense? Rubbish I sober as judge. 
Happy as sandlark—skyboy Dnfbng in violet twilight on 
lake, Joo hear It? lake w'atcr lapping gainst boat—kissmg boat 
Lovely, is-nit?—bp-Iap-Ioppmg Lake i happy Boats happy 
re all happy I 

'Hcrcsanddlcjmydcarfncnds ^Vhatisasauxagc-stuflTcr? 
Too easy, Theophrastus Too easy 
Ncm mind—what is a sausage ituffcr? 

A pharmacist who adheres to the teachings of Avicenna 
and Gaicn, 

Qjn right, pcrTly nght Hcrcs nother If you found man 
obvioiisly suffering kidncy-dn»ntc, who d just had big toe 
left foot sawn off—wha joo know from that?’ 

*^That he had been treated for stomach ulcers by a doctor 
who would like to see our Learned Master Theophrastus cost 
mto the Bottomless Pit 



128 THE LIFE AND SOUL OF PARACELSUS 


“Abs’looly right I see you kno^v all the answers. That 
’minds me Have you heard ’bout bishop who fell ’sleep middle 
of saying Matins ^ No, no, my friends. No no more wine 
You’ll have meesh drunk ash Lombardy lawyer' Sing' le’sh - 
have ’nother song , 

0, the kitchenmaid kissed the Captain, 

And the Captain kissed the Cook' 

The Cook she bounced on the warming-pan 
, And kissed the Bishop's ” 

Disgusting, eh^ A drmk-sodden Paracelsus But, in the midst 
of such wine-soused balderdash and beer-soaked bawling, as 
though the Highest Sense and Nonsense were heavenly twins, 
Bombast would break in, suddenly. 

“One moment Sometlimg has just flashed upon me (Is 
there hup' pardon one of those perf’ly delicious almond 
fingers left^ lhank you) Bearing directly upon what I was 
saying this morning Spirit is Life, and Life is Spirit, and Life 
and Spirit produce all things, but they are essentially one, 
and not two i he tongue talks, and yet it does not talk, for it is 
the Spint that talks by means of tlie tongue, and iwtfiout the 
Spirit the tongue would be silent, because the flesh alone cannot 
talk That is hup' perf’ly clear, I hope^ . ” 

Delightful conviviality 'diat could dance and spin from 
hght-hearted tomfoolery to the cosmological mystery of the 
Magnus Limbus, and back again • He called them his “combibones 
optimi” his “best drmkmg-companions” And they m turn 
called him “our own Theophrastus” 

And on that, and on nothing else, was based the undying 
slander of habitual drunkenness • Once a he has been hatched 
, out and let loose, who shall hope to catch it again and put it 
back in its booby-hutch^ A man might as \vell try to catch his 
^own shadow, as pm down a false accusation and kill it 
i' What Oponnus let loose at a later date was not only fed on 
hot-Bran-mash by Lieber, but has gone prancing through the 
centuries and skithenng around ever smce And who was it , 
wrote “Marvellous Paracelsus, always drunk and always 
lucid, like the heroes of Rabelais”^ 

It was ElipBas Leyi who wrote those words m his Dogme et 
Rituel de la Haute Magie, m which he ako said “His success was 
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prodigious and never has any phy^aan approached Paracelsus 
in the multitude of his marvellous cures ’ 

The heroes ofRabelais? Theophrastus Pantagniel? A sozzled 
frothblower, a befuddled 'sot, a Falstaffian Bombibulous 
drovmed m a butt of ale? And all because he was happy for a 
few short weeks m the company of those good companions m 
ZOnchl 

The medical canaille seized upon it like sknlking jackals 
who have nosed-out a shred of stinHng flesh from a dust heap 
Fat, paunchy fashionable physicians who themselves swiU^ 
drmk from morning to night, made haste to hurl the word 
Drunkard! at him as soon as he returned It not only stuck 
to him to his dying day but has persisted dunng four hundred 
^ycars A Marvellous Paracelsus , mdccdl We must Icave'his 
^ detractors to marvel at the luadity of such a boozer and to 
explain it For although always drunk is marked upon him 1 
like a cattle-brand—so also is the paradoxical paraph always 
luad 

However, it t no use. The slander is dead, but it won t he 
down Was he drunk most of the time? Well, the story persists 
and so we may as well make it as bad as may be, and ten 
thousand times worse than it ever could have been For to 
dcmohslLa legendary castle—especially one built of the fumes 
of alcohol—IS beyond our powers as it was beyond the powers 
‘ of Paracelsus himself. So there he is as drunk as a wheelbarrow 
—drunk as David s sow ^ Did he sup-Simon the bed 11 at the 
bottom? Of course—morning noon, and night. Did he sing 
lewd songs not only with the students of Ztlnch, but with Daw 
the Ditcher and a dozen other louts at the sign of Ths Cat at the 
\i^indow, till daylight broke and they fell aslcqi under the 
beer-slopped benches? That s it—always drunk, never sober 
Fill what you vnW and dnnk what you fill , was his magical 
mcantation, discourse and adieu Doctor Theobacchus Blotto 
Paralytic—at your {hup!) service, ^ 

True or not, we mnnot but note (and his words prove it) 
that he had more sense when he was drunk than most men ever 
have, or will have, drunk or sober, to the end of thcir days 
Consider did he ever neglect a patient? Not once. Did he 
restore the sick to health did he cure them of every ravaging 
disease under the sun by God 8 birring upon his still? Did he 
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write and dictate a whole library of boohs filled with common 
sense born of that Interior Wisdom that shapes the Stars? Can 
anyone imagine that a man who ivas “always drunk” could 
accomphsh these things^ In the lecture hall at Basle, for 
example, did they see a Doctor Para-hiccups mount the 
platform^ And what were his lectures a befuddled babble, 
the roaring nonsense of delirium iicmens'^ Of course, the ^vholc 
story IS utterly absurd 

But if any stick will do to beat a dog, a bottle is even better. 
Then, to make matters worse, Fiolicn, whose foot had been 
cured more than a year before, died suddenly Some said it 
was due to an apoplectic fit Anyhow, he fell out of a bedroom 
window, and was killed Perhaps nothing more unfortunate 
could have come upon Bombast at that moment 

He ■wrote a letter about this time, the text of which has been 
preserved * 

“ Theophrastus Hohenhem, Doctor of Both Faculties, and 

Physician at Basle, to the most eminent Assembly of the Students 

at Zurich Health 

“Alas, how wretched is the state of mortals, because there is 
scarcely any joy that is not presently followed by sorrows a 
fine company of helpers ’ Hitherto I have not perceived my 
blindness, for I did not consider in the pi csent that tlie wise 
man must most diligently observe, not only those tilings that 
are at his feet, but those tliat are behind him, like 'a two- 
headed Janus, and those also that are m all directions 
around him 

“The reason is that your most delightful assembly, that 
I lately enjoyed, and do still recall with gratitude, had so 
enchanted my heart that I forgot all about the future My 
mind presaged no disaster I thought the whole matter was 
well managed and deemed that joy would exist without the 
company of giief Now, when I see these thmgs that I ought 
to have foreseen, how, I say, shall I restrain myself from gnef 
and mourning, since the dearest friend I had m Basle, whom 
I l^t m health and strength, has died thiough the accident 
of a sudden fall from an upper storey, where he was accus¬ 
tomed to sleep 

“He had been freed by me from the heaviest chains, into 
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which he had been Ihrcnm by the petty docton of Italy by 
me he ivas restored to health, of which fact Erasmus of 
Rotterdam is a \vitncsi, with all his family, as the letter 
^v^ttcn by his oivn hand sets forth 

ISow, when I was fcasung with you and taUng life 
easily he died whom I had left in good condition he, I tay, 
whom I loved as my own ejes being matched awa^ by the 
mishap I have mentioned, namely, John Frobemus, the 
parent and tutor of all learned and good men, being himself 
also wise and good the most diligent promoter of all lands 
of learning Wherefore also ha\c I need to fear the same 
rnddenness in death that has overtaken him* What shall 
I tay to myself? Death is common to all ^Vhc^cfoh:, be 
\vamcd Watch, most excellent fellow learners, and if to 
any extent we fail m our office, attribute it to that severe 
^ef whcrcvinith I am no\s tortured and can find no relief 
Farctvell, most dchghtful companions 

Lov’c your Theophrastus 

BasUf/nm Our Litra^ the third Jde of /i'ooanhn, 1527 

The whole situauon had been out of hand long before 
Bombast came to realise how far thmgs had gone. 

Impostor—drunkard—patient killer I —there tvas no mis 
taking It now The sudden death of Froben added a whole 
hogshead of whaleoU to the fire the fire Bombast Iiad himself 
stoked and replenished with the pages of Avicenna and Galen 
on Midsummer Da> 

The doctoTcuU rubbed their fat, bcjct\ellcd hands with glee, 
and chortled m thdr blackguardly delight. You ice what 
happens to these rairacle-curcs?—the patient throws a fit, and 
its all over! So much for the True AUumy, wth its wonder 
^vo^lang Arcana, Magiitcncs, C^umtcsscnccs, Specific*, Ehxin 
Mcdi»TTinl Philosophic Stone*, and all the rest of thi^ drunken 
charlatan i claptrap ' 
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PARACELSUS ADVISED TO HANG HIMSELF 

UP BY THE NECK 

Following closf upon the unforlunatc death ofFroben, 
came the lampoon. One Sunday morning it suddenly appeared 
posted up for all to read. The laige capital letters of its title- 
heading stood out boldly ‘LMANES GALINI ADVERSUS 
THEOPHRASTUS, SED POTIUS C^COPHRASTUS ” 
The moment this fl^-sheet was biought to the notice of 
Paiacclsus, he Avas in a raging fur)' of indignation It was a 
public insult 

Here It is, woid for svord, from the oiiginal Latin 

“THE SHADE OF GALEN AGAINST THEOPHRASTUS, 
OR RATHER GACOPHR/VSTUS. 

Heal, thou who dost soil the glorious renown of my name, 
A talker to thee, an idiot am I, in good sooth^ 

Thou sayest of Machaon’s ait, 1 hold not the smallest 
experience, 

Or ha\ang it, failed in expert practice to employ it 
Unbearable’ Huac I not knowm the commonest simples^ 
Omons and garlic and hellebore, w'cll do I know^ them 
Hellebore I send unto thee, a cure foi addled brains, 

I send It as well as all others that benefit fools and the watless ’ 
It is true I know not tliy mad alchemical A'apourings 
I know not w'hat Ares may be, nor w'hat lliadus, 

Know not thy tinctures, thy liquors divine of Taphneus, 

Nor Archeiis^ thy spiiit presenter of the life in all things 
, All Africa bears not §o many pretentious orations. 

And yet, tliou nonsensical fool, thou contendest m parley 
with me-^ 

Art thou Itching to measure wnth mine thy weapons m w'rath, 
Thou w'ho answeredst nothing to Wendolm’s well-reasoned 
w'ord 

I doubt me if thou art w^orthy to cair y Hippocrates’ wash-pot, 
Or even art fit to feed my swine or to herd them. 
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Ha5t thou made th)’3clf pmiofas that feh from the wings of a 
crow? I 

Thy glory 15 frise and abides but a moment m *ight. 

Hast thou read? Thou shall lose 'what,ainmfig of speech 
thou hast ^von 

And thy works of decat will bnng thee to poverty s pain 
What wilt do thou insane when within and without thou ‘ 
art known? 

G6od counsel it were to hang thyself up by the neck* 

Let us livc^, doth he say, wc can always change out^abode 
If imposture avail not, some other adventure I plan 
What if a second Athens a universe new I proclaim? 

Not one of my audience can so much as guess what I mean 
The Stygian law forbids me to speak with thee further this 
day 

Emough for thee now to digest 1 Reader and friend fare 
thee well 1 Out of HclL ^ 

< For a moment, Bombast mttrt have stood there speechless— ^ 
stunned I 

Could It be true? He called a nonsensical fool m 
print—and the pnnt plastered up in the aty? Not fit to herd 
iwine —advised to go and hamg himself up by the neck ? 
Unbchcvablc P—impossible! But there it was before his oivn 
eyes 

So he muttered it s come to that? The Anstotchan 

Swann is beat upon my niinu There s n<^ holding them. They 
stick at nothing the filthy scum—and here s proof of it I 
We can hear Oponnus saying It astounds me that anyone 
should have the audaaty to publish such a scurrilous lampoon* 

Docs it, Oponnus? Gnats have plenty of audaaty—they 
1 ivill bite the bald head of the most tranquil philosopher until ^ 
he can stand it no lopgcr 

But, Learned Master came the cultured whmc, you 
ivill have to do somethmg about it—it s beyond a joke**' 

, A joki? God m Heaven 1 Do you tbmt I m going to take this 
lying down? HuhJ 111 be Himn^ if I do—this 11 the last stra^v 
1 U stand no more of it! 

Thereupon, he sat down and penned a letter to the T6wn 
Council, as foIlowB 
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“In unbearable anger and distress it is fitting that the 
sufferer should call upon the magistrates to protect, counsel, 
and help him If he has been silent concerning the many 
slanderous letters sent to him, it is now impossible for him 
to suffer patiently such an injurious libel and outrage as this 
which has now been openly posted up 

“From the tenor of the lampoon it is evident that the 
wnter of it is one of his daily listeners. He had already 
suspected that there were some who instigated and suborned 
other doctors of medicine to l^Tltc against him. But now he 
demands tliat the whole body of his hearers shall be sum¬ 
moned and examined m order to discover who penned this 
lampoon, that the libeller may be dealt with as he deserves. 

. . . He cannot himself vouch that his temperament may 
not urge him to say or do something injudicious were he to 
receive no support in this matter, or were he to be further 
incensed In no circurnstances will he put up wath more 
insolence. 

“These things have I pointed out to you, my strict, wise, 
noble gentlemen, to whom I commend myself ivith dutiful 
submission, your obedient subject, 

“Theophrastus von Hohcnhcim, 

' “Doctor of Medicine, and City Physician.” 

And with that letter Bombast enclosed a copy of the scurrilous , 
Imes complained of 

With what result^ None. The Stnet, Wise, Noble Gentlemen 
were as vahant as white mice or else they were on the side of 
the lampooner. We can just imagine them, for, after all, town 
councils never change No doubt the letter and the lampoon 
were read aloud by the Toivn Clerk And then^ Well then, 
of course, the Mayor and the Councillors glanced gravely from 
one to another, hummed, hawed, looked down their noses, 
bhnked, played finger-tap on the table edge, pursed then- 
bps, thought it all “most unfortunate”, and ah no doubt on 
the very excellent suggestion of the Town Clerk, felt it best to 
ah let the matter rest for tlie time being 

At any rate, Theophrastus never had so much as an acknoiv- 
ledgment, nor any word from them, and no action of any kind 
resulted from their dehberations God knows, he gave them ‘ 



PARAOILSUB ADVISED TO HANG HIMSELF I35 

time enough to scrptrh their empty heads, consider the prus 
and cons talk the matter inside oat, and snmmnn up sufficient 
courage to act. But, like the four and twenty tailors who went 
to catch a snail, they hadn t the courage of a louse between the 
lot of them 

But then,^ of courac, that letter to the Town Council—that 
begins with such a dignified show of unbearable anger and 
disUcis , sustamed for a ame m the quite usual, but still 
stilted and slightly absurd aloo&ess of the Third Person 
Singular—docs, in its last sentence, take a sudden dive mto 
'such a cheeky nrehm chi tie of uncamouflaged sarcasm that 
even the stnet, wise, noble gentlemen to whom he com 
mended himself with such low-^craping dutiful submission 
and obedient subjection could hardly mistake it for 
anything else. It was as though he ‘ bleiv a raspberry through 
the keyhole of the Council Chamber and shouted Now 
then you boobs—I m tellin youl—Ill stand no more of it—so 
you d better get crprlnn sec? 

What ir one to do with a Theophrastus who is also a Bombast? 

Perhaps the Town Council were right just to let the matter 
ahde, and do nothing After all they had supported him pretty 
“ivell m getting the lecture-ban removed No doubt he ^vas a 
phynemn and surgeon of high repute—and a mai;yclIous 
healer—but, somehow or other always m trouble one thing 
after the other Always something Starts off by sticking up 
that Iccturc-schcdulc. Now you Itnow ther? was no need for 
that—not really Then he must needs bum the old fashioned 
medical textbooks—that was bound to upset people, too 
After that there was whatever there was m that brass bowl— 
when all the doctors •walked out. Then he goes and lectures m 
German instead of Latm—and there i trouble about that, 
^ that bother about the ban You d think he d go a bit steady 
after that?—not a bit of it! Goes gallrvantmg off to Ztinch— 
and gets drunk, if you please! (or so they say) Soon as he 
cornea back, someone sticks up this lampoon all over the place— 
and now he i all of a doo-dah about that You ice what I mean, 
don t you? I mean ter jot— if it was only once or twice, now 
and then But bless my soul, there seems to be no end to it— 
ivhat with one thing and another Seems to go out of hu -way to 
jput people 8 backs up—that s what gets my goat Kmda stin 
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up trouble against himself, without knowing he’s doing it.' 
j^d, after all, when all’s said and done, the Town Council’s 
got more important things to do than keep on having to fish, 
the Learned Doctor Theophrastus out of hot water every five 
minutes. 

“Cacopkrastus'’ ftom the Greek kakos, bad, evil, vitiated 
that was what rankled more than anything else Posted up 
everywhere Infuriating' And the magistrates twiddled their 
thumbs, looked the other way, and lent a deaf ear. 

He made no public reply to the infamous lampoon, and, 
apart from his letter to the Town Council, did nothing about it 
What more could he do ^ Some two years later, however, m the 
preface to the Buck Paragranmn, he let fly at the whole lot of 
them 

“I will guard my monarchy with arcana not such as the 
apothecaries brew, foul broths But you can only guard 
yourselves with dilly-daddles and sugar-candies' How long, 
think you, wiU they last^ You scoundrels' You have sought to 
drag me under the harrow, but for the harrow your own 
backs will be bared, and mto your own wolf-traps you will 
fall. . . 

“How will you shouters endure it when your Cacophrastus 
becomes the Prince of the Monarchy (of Medicine) and you 
become chimney-sweeps^ How will it seem to you when the 
sect of Theophrastus triumphs and you are driven mto my 
philosophy^ . . . O poor soul of Galen' Had he but.hved 
m| immortal Medicine his shade had not been flung mto 
/ the abyss of Hell, whence he wrote me a letter, dated from 
' Hell. 

“I had not thought, I had not imagined, that the Prmce of 
Physicians would have been sent to the Devil’s stronghold. 
Certamly hiS' disciples must follow after him. Is this a 
Prince of Medicine, and shall Medicine be founded on him^ 
ihen must doctors be the greatest rogues under the sun, 
and in sooth they prove well that they faithfully follow m 
his steps ” 

s 

“DiUy-daddles and sugar-candies” combmed with scoun¬ 
drels, harrows, wolf-traps, and chimney-sweeps is a typical 
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paroxysm of Parac'^limn fury But, kt the tune, he held back his 
boding rage Outwardly he remamed calm No doubt he spoke 
his mind amongst his friends and disciples—and we can be 
sure that his language would iiavc blistered tl^c pamtwork of a 
Spi^ni^h man-of war newly fitted out from Bdbao I 
^ And then, on top of all this, and as it must have ^cemed to 
him without a moments breathing space, he found himiclf 
plunged into the fatal affair of the Hundred Gulden—the 
Licchtenfels turmoiL 

Downfall when it came, came qmckly—like a landihdc 
unloosed by a shifted pebble. 



CHAPTER XIX 


“SEND FOR PARACELSUS!’’ 

It so happened that a certain wealthy man, and a Very 
Important Personage of Basle in those days, Cornelius von 
Liechtenfcls, a Canon of the Cathedral, fell dangerously ill 
Findmg himself getting steadily worse, despite, or because of, 
the treatment presenbed by the town physicians, he offered the 
sum of one hundred gulden to anyone who could cuic him. 

This almost Gnmm’s-fair)?-tale offer of a reward created a 
stir, and doctor after doctor ailived to try his skill One after 
the other tliey failed Day by day the Canon’s health sank to a 
lower level He was now bedridden Other doctors arrived 
from cities further afield They dosed him with every kind of 
Galenic concoction, they let blood, tlicy administered purges, 
they fumigated his room with the smoke of burning herbs, 
they tried emetics, hot pads, lotions, pills and plasters All to no 
avail. 

No doubt some said “Send for Paracelsus,” but m all 
probability the Catholic dignitary refused to have anything 
to do ivith “that heretic”, “tliat friend of Luther”, and so on. 
Such a Monster of Wickedness must not be called m Every 
few days some new medico and even chcapjack cure-all 
vendors from the market-place came to the sick man’s 
chambei in the hope of curing him and winning the hundred 
gulden. 

And then, at almost tlie last gasp, came the call 

“A messenger from Canon von Liechtenfels in a great 
hurry. Doctor ” 

“\''^at does he want^” 

“He asks you to go at once. The Ganc/n’s much worse they 
don’t think he can hve through the night.” 

“H’m, I’m not surprised ” 

He put on his hat and cloak and went He found the Canon 
near Death’s door We do not know the disease from which - 
he was suffermg, but we can imagine the sick prelate huge, 
fat, pale, and flabby a mountain of flesh And we can imagine 
the room, entombed in ecclesiastical gloom, the air fetid ivith 
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the stale breath of infusions, bfood lettings balsamic infusions 
la\‘cndcr ii\*atcr the rancid fats of discarded oinlmcnta 
jumper fumigations and all the stagnant vapours of a iicLroom 
hermetically scaled About it, like the folds of an invisible 
shroud, hung the ivhupenng ghost words of the solemn 
ordinances of the Church the gibblc-gabble of Latin prayers, 
chants masses, hturgics rattled off hlus Mas Corptu Chnsii — 
un t li Ume for suppnyet} 

We can sec 'nicophrastus flinging wide the lightly dosed 
easements, so that the winds of heaven billowed the heavy 
curtains and filled the room with God s fresh air ^Vc sec him 
dcarmg away the duttcr of bottles, flisks ampullae cruses, 
salvcn spoons spatulas—the entire bag of tneks ivith all the 
sops, pastes, oils and emulsions We see him standing by the 
bedside staring at the Canon for a moment Then he began 
hu treatment 

At the outset this had been a perfectly simple and straight 
ror\\'ard ease one that any competent doctor should ha\ e been 
able to diagnose and treat without difficulty Instead of that 
the wretched patient feeble and Picked wiUi pain was near 
to giving up the ghost, and it would be a miracle indeed iT the 
flicker of life could be maintained As Theophrastus ga^cd at 
that great hdpless human carcass, he knew—perhaps without 
knowing how—that the miracle would happen And he knev^ 
also that hu enemies hoped for one thing and secretly pray'cd 
for It that he, too, might fait 

He could almost hear the docton and apothccancs mutienng 
together 

So they VC called in Paracebus’ 

Ye* Jet him get on with u, I say 

Hell do nothing with hu Alkahest hu AnJunSf and hu 
Azolh 

Not a damn thing 1 They lay the Canon’s breathing hu 
last now 

And when he’s dead let s hope it will be the end of this 
Paracelsiau pantomime I 

\Thcn just as it ought to happen m a Gnram s-fairy tile 
sequence, Canon Cornelius von Liechtcnfcls began to recover 
^ Hu breathing wns easier, hu cyta dearer, the grey pallor of 
hu puffy checks Icjs like a mud puddle m a clnyholc. The 
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Magical Process had begun and “ Gacophrastus ” was proved 

to be Theophrastus^ the Great Paracelsus, Physician and 
Surgeon, Prince ,of Spagynsts, and Tnsmegistus of Mechanical 
Arcana What a blow for the lampooners' 

' Before long that is, witliin a few hours the Canon was 
out of danger, and on the way to complete recovery He was 
able to sit propped against his pillows. 

“I I fdel much better . . his voice comes in a whisper 
And we hear Theophrastus saying: “You are much better ” 
“VvTiy, it’s Doctor Paracelsus . isn’t it?” ^ 

“It is” 

The sick man’s head lolled aside on the pillows, and he 
looked away, like a child who recalls some naughtiness and is 
suddenly ashamed His creased and sagging eyelids closed as 
the exhausted whisper of his voice drifted from bps still bloated 
and discoloured ^ 

/ “And I I called you an Impious Impostor . ” 

“I am used to worse names than that ” 

“I’m . as weak as a half-dro^vned kitten, but all 
the pains have gone I feel hke ' hke one returned from the 
dead. . ” 

“I shall leave you three pills to be taken, one every other day, 
beginning from to-morroiv ” 

' “And . when will you visit me again. Doctor^” 

' “It\all not be necessary You will be up and about and in 
good health within a fortnight ” ’ 

“Is it possible^ . . I am certainly a new man . . I feel 
my strength coming back to me, moment by moment Without 
doubt, you are rightly called ‘Marvellous Paracelsus’ ” 

And then^ Why then the Gnmm’s-fairy-tale sequence went 
suddenly mto reverse, from Right to Left, from Good to Bad, 
and all a-widdershins Now and then a man is bom mto the 
world with such penetrating insight and such a grasp of 
practical technique that he outshmes all others in his own' 
sphere of work, and, mstead of reaping the reward of his gifts, 
rous^ -such envy and hatred amongst the mean-hearted, the 
pg^oggmg, and the nose-to-grmdstone plodders that he 
deceives more kicks than ha’pence Paracelsus was one of these 
His outstanding abilities and his staggering successes in the 
field of medicme and surgery, mstead of winning lasting fame 
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and fortune, did no more than lift him for n little %'ihilc high 
abo\c the earth amidst the glitlcnng itan, and Uicn—hurled 
him headlong, Iftc a Medical Luafer to his doom 
Yet even his doom v.*as glonous m its ^\huc Iiot impact upon 
the imponderables that he hidden within each human being 
the begmning of wisdom in Man is the beginning of his 
supernatural power The pot boilers, the nigglcn, Uic little 
woriccr ants—the Anslotchan Swarm—who tkurr) about their 
humdrum oiTalrs and fear with a stupid fear and hate with a 
bitter hatred an^'thing and cxcrytliing bc^iind their ken, 
rcl>lng only upon the animal Intellect with its speculations 
and theories , remam to-day what tlicy were m 1527 , but it 
docs not folloiv that the Pnnee ofSpag^Tisls must remain what 
llicy wished him to be a Cacophrastus who has made 
himself pmioos from the wings of a crow 
Now that we see onl> (00 dearly where the animal intellect 
with Its spccubuons and theories has landed us perhaps 
we could stomach a grain of the Paregramm of Paracelsus, and 
so recover the true bght of reason ? 



CHAPTER XX 


“KNOWING HIS LIFE’S WORTH BEST” 

I he death of Froben, linked with the words “drunken 
impostor”, had been skilfully exploited The whispenng 
campaign against him now an open vilification was having 
Its effect One by one, and in twos and threes, students were 
drifting away He could not fail to notice, when he mounted 
the platform, that the once-packed lecture hall was little more 
than tliree parts full And week by week the dwmdhng 
continued 

The weevils that eat away a man’s reputation had done their 
work well The empty benches were filled with ghosts What 
had begun in the spnng of 1527 as a world-shakmg event, had, 
by the sprmg of 1528, sifted away to nothing One short year 
witnessed the nse and fall of Paracelsus FalH He was not 
“down and out” yet Nor would he adnut defeat He would 
show them' He would fight his way back to the starry heights 

As. for the crowds in the lecture hall of what use were 
they^ Gapers, nudgers, bullock-brained scoffers, witless 
smggerers, fit only to crowd round a Punch-and-Judy show 
Who wanted them^ He was glad not to see their rows of foohsh 
faces Better by far to have the attention of a few senous 
students But, when he looked at them, he found it difficult to 
class them as serious students Except for two or three, they 
looked hhe dolts. 

But he would not give up Nothmg should break him. If 
needs 'must, he would lecture to tlie empty benches, the rafters, - ‘ 
and the mice He counted fifteen students m a row all that 
were left What were they cats, dogs, pigs, mules, sheep ^ 
Why bother to lecture to them^ But that was not his attitude 
He would lecture as he had never lectured before' That row of 
stuffed pumpkins would understand nothing of it? ^^filat 
matter^ Did any of the other students understand m the - 
heyday of the Paracelsian sunburst Only one or tw^o 
~ l 4 ow he would hft the hd firom the Cosmos itself He would 
take the Three Jewels of Orion’s Belt from the star-encrusted , 
heavens and set them one by one upon the desk before him' 
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He would encircle Time and twallow it head and tail Ukc a 
Celestial Sword swallower I He would play the Music of the 
Spheres upon a penny ivhistlc and make it sound lie God 
creating a Nc>v Heaven and a "New Earth 1 

As they listened the fc^v rcnmning itudents gaped and 
goggled. It was all beyond them. And to-morrow, perhaps 
there would be no more than a dozen, and the iveck after— 
none at all What of it? It ifl not the students that matter, blit 
the Luminous Teaching And yet, the fight of those empty 
benches, and the sound of his echoing voice must have had 
thdr effect, if not upon the blustering Bombast, at least upon 
the over-sensitive Aureole? 

In the midst of thu cnn*, another must needs come upon 
him the fin»l episode m the affair of the Hundred Gulden. 

Wlthm a week or tivo the doctors of Basle were saymg 

Canon von Licchtenfcls has recovered I sec—tbTnks to 
our dear fhend Paracelsus. 

Thants to parboiled parsmpsl Why there was nothing 
much wrong Nvith the old buffer—except wind and tvatcr 

I thought he was m his coffin as near as dammit? 

‘ Don t you beheve itl Indigestion, enlarged liver, a touch 
of gout, and a flabby heart. 

All the same, von Hohrnheim pockets a hundred gulden 

Yes, the cnnnmg bastard I Waits imul wt the fully trained 
and qualified physiaani, have aHmmutcrcd the proper 
mcdicmes and fficn steps m and claims a miraculous cure! 

And a hundred gulden. 

Trust him to look after the shekels, though he always 
pretends not to—the lying hypocrite. 

The Canon was m better be^th now than he had been for 
years, and naturally, the story of ha remarkable recovery was 
on everyone s bps And yet, day after day ivcnt by, and Para 
cclsufi heard nothing from the cathedraL Then, one morning 
a note arrived enclosing six gulden with thc.^Canon s compU 
ments The Tnsmcgistus of Mcchamcal Ap^na went purple 
with rage. 

Well I U be damned and double damned in HcD I ’ he 
thundered Srx gulden instead of a hundred 1—and I bring 
the fat crawfish to hfe, when Nature had marked h^m for death 
and bunah Six gulden! I treaf the poor for nothing, but a 
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rich priest, who has ofTcred a hundred gulden to anyone who 
could cure him, ought to be made to pay inusl be made to 
pay' And, by all the Blessed Saints, I’ll see he docs pay'” 
Here was yet another public insult, fast-following on the 
heels of the lampoon. He swore by Hell and Damnation that 
he would not put up with this for one second. "'Dah^ this 
Great Fat Pig of a Prelate' ” he bcllow'cd “They’re all the same 
these rich pursc-coddlcrs' It’s the Markgrav'c of Baden all 
over again only more impudent* I’ll ha\c it out of him if 
I have to break m and steal it' I’ll teach them a lesson this 
time Pscha' si\ gulden' He shall keep his promise, or I’ll 
see him tarred and feathered and dragged through the streets 
at the tail-end of a dung-cart' ” 

Bombast von Hohcnhcim was livid with \oIcanic fur^ 

■ the boiling pitch of a bubbling black lake of anger. His mind 
was a scalding cauldron of fuming frenzy “It’s all part of the 
vile campaign against me' Stx gulden' the scoundrelly doctors 
have put him up to this. I’ll be bound The medicals and the 
pnest-crew working hand-m-glove Stx gulden' I’ll give him 
something to think about ” 

And there and then he sat down and wrote a note, returning 
the SIX gulden, and demanding, m no uncertain terms, the 
full payment of the promised hundred. In due coui'sc he 
received a further note from Canon von Licchtenfels refusmg 
to pay, and pointing out, with the most barefaced impudence 
imaginable, that no one but a fool could be expected to pay a 
hundred gulden for three pills and one professional visit He 
therefore felt tliat an ordinary fee of six gulden was ample, 
“knowmg his life’s wortli best” 

That phrase roused Bombast to such a tidal wave of 
mfunation that he almost burst a blood-vessel 

'‘Knowing his life's worth best”^ He read the words again, to 
make sure tliat he was not dreaming He ivas now utterly 
beside himself with foam-plumed indignation He deteumned 
to fight Without a moment’s hesitation, he appealed (once 
agam)-^ to the magistrates And this time his appeal was such 
that they could not ignore it He brought the matter before 
the court, and would you believe it^ the magistrates of 
Basle decided that six gulden was “quite sufiicient fee for 
three pills and one professional visit”' 
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They upheld the Canon, and thereby cast a pubhc ilor hpon 
the character of Paracelsus They made him appear as a fee 
'snatcher—the very thing he was always denouncing ai the 
besetting sm of the regular phynaans " ' 

When he heard the dccisioQ of the magistrates, exaspera 
tion turned the very marrow m his bones to flaming brimstone 1 
His breath came snorting through his nostrils like a fire-dragon 
The veins m his thick neck swelled and throbbed ’ 

There he is striding up and down his room, storming at 
the Canon the medicos the magistrates* the world at large 
So thai IS the law is it? Do I want ^ hundred gulden? 
Pahl —dross filthy lucre, mere mfldcw 1 I have enough money , 
without his miserable hundred gulden—but I will not be 
publicly insuUccL \NTio offered a hundred gulden? That Great 
Monster of IvCscrly Greed—that Tight fisted Muckworm— 
when it lay dying on its back like a washed up whale. Did 
I stipulate a fee of a hundred gulden? I stipulated nothing 
Money? It means nothing to me—less than nothing But fix 
gulden—and his compliments— knowing fns life s werih btst •— 
that I will not put up tvithi Nor will I nt down under the 
insulting impudence of the magistrates. Medicos prayer 
mongers lawyers—they re all leagued together To Hell with 
the whole lot of them—111 show them whether Paracdsus^can 
be trodden underfoot! 

He sat do\vn at his desk, took up a pen, dipped it m mL; It 
shook m his hand. And now, m tius shaking frenzy he made 
the fatal mistake of appealing to pubhc opinion He denounced 
the judges and the aty magistrates as corrupt. Once agam he 
did not hear his inner voice saymg Aurtole—toko care! — tak* 
caril ' 

This time he went too far He isjued several handbills to the r 
townspeople, and some say that he wrote a flymg-shcct and 
had it posted up He did not spare the magistrates of Basle. 
He gave full vent to his scorn and burning anger 

How should th^ undusUmd the value of my medicmei? 
Thar method is to vilify the physician. Should a sick rmn be 
healed they must needs tcU him not to pay for his cure. 
Thus, the nek and the law judge of hi^aling as though it were 
iho^maVing 
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Long before the billsticker had done his work the city was all 
' agogj and the doctors talked of nothing else 

“Well, have you seen Bombast’s kick in the pantaloons for 
the la\vycrs? ” 

“Yes, but he’ll repent it ” 

“Oh, why^ He’s got away ^s'lth blue murder, so far ” 

“He won’t this time. The magistrates are m high dudgeon, 
I hear. They’re determined to take action.” 

Did he know that in attacking the magistrates he had put an 
end to his career as Town Physician and Lecturer in Medicine 
at the Umvcrsity^ Knowing would make no difference. His 
raging fury, based upon nghtcous indignation, would blind 
him to the consequences He either ^\ould not or could not 
hold back the stinging Scorpio-basilisk of his fiery personality. 



CHAPTER XXI 


TO BE EMLED ON THE ISLAND OT 
PONTIUS PILATE 

Events moved q,uickly One stormy mght in February 
1528 w'hcn the window frame* rattled and the pelting ram 
lashed in slanting sheets until the gutters gushed and ipfllcd 
over, there came a loud hammenng at the door ^Ve do not 
know who it avas that came knocking long after midnight 
when everyone v%'ai asleep At lait the mysterious visitor 
managed to awaken the Doctor 

Who?—what?—come inside. 

It was It seems, a friend who had come to vs'am him No 
time to be lost. He must fly—^et out of the city without a 
moment 1 delay 

Tbeophrasiui, >t 3U musln t wait. They mean to get you 
before daybreak. 

They?—who? 

The magutrates They ve given orders You re to be seized 
and imprisoned 

‘Seized and imprisoned?— me? My good friend, you must 
have been drinking 

No, I ra as sober os a water butt. You arc to be seized, 
imprisoned, and exiled on the Island of Pontius Pilate in the 
Lake of Lucerne to-morrow You must escape from Basle 
while there s stBl time.' 

Flee the city—give up ray work—scuttle away like a 
frightened rat? I've half a mind to stay and fight it out 

That 13 what I feared But if you stay the judges will 
Certainly have you arrested and taken prisoner And worse 
than that may bcfalk The Provost of Basle s sergeant and 
men at arms may bo on their way now Don t linger, Theo¬ 
phrastus, if you value your life. 

And perhaps, at that moment, the phrase— *hiamng his 
lift s worth best —flashed agam through his mind? 

So the Anitotchan Swarm wm the day? I might have 
guessed—I might have known 

*47 ' 
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And \vhen his friend had gone, desolation must liave swept 
upon him. Alone. No one. 

Where were the Princelings, the Lilywhite Boys, the Golden- 
crowned Swans, the Band of Bnlliant Bachelors, the Dazzlers 
Bombast’s Pampered Pets^ . All gone Drifted away, one 
\ by one All except Oponnus, and he would have vanished with 
the others, but that he relied upon Paracelsus for money. 
Money ^ Theie would not be much of that, soon Not a penny 
Ruined, and his reputation mud An empty lecture hall, and 
' ,soon- an empty purse No one left now but Herbst, Oponnus, 
who clung to him like a leech As for Bombast and all his 
wondrous, world-shaking and world-making braggadocio 
done for. In the gutter there goes the Great Paracelsus 
m rags' Serve him right' Spit on him' ^^^lat an impostor' 
What a roanng fire-eater brought to nothing' . ” 

These, and a thousand other thoughts, must have raced 
hell-for-leather through his distracted brain as he gathered up a 
few belongmgs. . 

Of course, one should undermine one’s enemies, but I was 
never any good at tliat I never could be botliered to woiui 
my way I was not born a woim, but a fiery- spint a Bnght 
' Spark from tlie Sun’s splendour People may say “Paracelsus 
, the Bombast'” but never “Paracelsus the Woim'” And as 
for hekmg otlier people’s boots tach^ never' ’ 

Go^ stay^ fight it out ^ . . If only I had never troubled 

to cure that Fat-beUied Porpoise' If only I had refused ,to 
attend him If only I hd-d failed to cure him Alas, I did not fail. 
Success my undoing. Pubhely insulted, threatened, deserted, 
and now to be hounded out of the city or clapped mto jail, 
and then quietly throttled, strangled, and my body left to rot 
,m tire dungeon on the Island of Pontius Pilate And all because 
I was successful m bringing a Mean-hearted Sackful of Disease 
back to health, back from the very doorway of the grave Tod > 
late now It’s all oyer 

My cloak. I shall want that My manuscripts^ Too heavyi. 
I’ll send for them later Some few medicines yes My, 
alchemical apphances'’ They must wait until I can find a place 
to lay my head some refuge or other Paracelsus the Great, 
penniless and homeless‘s Why not stay and fight it out fight 
to the last gasp^ Let them come let them try' No, no, 
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that’s nonsense. The old^ foolish nonsense I must go—off 
ip the darkness— knowing my hfe s worth best —hdd yes— 
'knmvmg ray life s worth best ’ > 

Was that the tramp of men conung up the sUuct—? No 
only the wmd blustering and rampaging He went and 
aw^cned Oponnus, expiamed the position ra a Tew short 
words told Hun to jwait here, m Basle, until he was s^t for 
'I will send \vord when I have found a hide-out somevdicrc, 
some place or other—attic, bam, outhouse—^whcrc it is 
possible to live. Meantime, say nothing to anyone You under 
stand? If anyone enquires of my whereabouts, say that Doctor 
vpn Hohcnhcim has been call^ out of the aty to attend an 
urgent ease of sickness Is that clear? Very well, I must go 
Now—quickly 1 —a sack, or somethmg to put my things m, 
and then—out mto that hateful, boisterous darkness groping 
along alleyways, hiding m doorways, hurrying on bp-toe, 
stopping to hften, afraid of my own footfalls—sn'^kmg out of 
the city like a wlupped cur with its tail between its legs 
What an end to it ail—what a degradabon I 
Here—my cap I I m ivastmg time—a hank of bread—some 
cheese? No there s no tune for that ' 

Long before the first crack of dawn he \vas out of the nty 
and beyond the jurisprudence of thejudges of Basle. 

But Basle was still to him the City of Fame, and have to 
uik-Cp out of It by night, a fugibve under threat of arrest, 
hurrying through the empty streets unknown unnoticed 
alone, drfnTTied, and homeless, took away his idenbty and left 
him a Nameless No-One, a mere shadow, an empty cloak. 
This could not be Paracclius? He felt be had left himself 
behind felt himself altogether deserted—even by Paracelsus 
And hs he slipped from courtyard to archway, from archway 
to lUu^t-comcr, he heard the ghost of his own voice, nch and 
steady saying Farewell, Tlieophrastus Go if you must. 
I stay here. This is my aty—the Citadel of Parac^lsian Lbgic-^ 
and here I am King for evermore. 

Then the dark, wmdswept were daikcr and the 

shuttered shops and houses more bghtly shuttered to shut him 
out. Who 8 that—? Nothmg—the echo of his own footstep^ 
Senseless fears No one there Not evtn himselfl Only ^e 
,ccho of Paracelsus. I have left myself behind 
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As he came out of the sleeping city into the open countryside, 
tlie flustenng bluster of the wind dropped, and a grey February 
daybreak opened a bleary rain-sodden eye He was no longer 
No-One, but himself again Bombast Paracelsus defeated, 
outcast, a forlorn fugitive but ahve and solid And very 
hungry 


CHAPTER XXII 


After the storm 

He HAD DECIDED to mokc hu \%ay to Rufach about forty 
miles north-east of Basle, where he might find refuge for a 
day or hvo with a good fnend of his, a Doctor Valentine 
Boltz, a learned man, and one after his own heart And now, 
as he trudged on again he recalled that Ensishcim was hardly 
out of his >vay and that a lodcstonc had fallen near the gate 
of this town during a fearful thundentorm on No\*cmbcr 7, 
1492, a year before the date of his birth 
Here was something worth scangl A star that had fallen out 
of the heavens. Most certamly he must take a look at this 
wndcr, this magnet stone. Perhaps he recalled his visit to 
Lapland? We know t\hat he taught on the subject of magnets, 
for he ^v^otc 

Mon possesses a magnetic poivcr by which he can attract 
certain cftluvu of a good or evil quahty, as a magnet ivill 
attract iron fUtngi A magnet may be prepared from iron 
that iviU attract iron, and a magnet ma> be prepared from 
some vital substances that wiU attract \‘luihty Such a magnet 
15 called the magjus mawvsmi and it is prepared ft^m 
substances that have remained for a time m the human bod>, 
and ore penetrated by its vitahly Such substances arc the 
hair, the cxwciucntB, unne, blood, etc. 

But wbat will you moke of a man ivbo, flung from the 
topmost pinnacle of Fame, and now cast out of doors like a 
vagabond instead of bcivaihog bis fate or moping ivithin the 
cage of hii own misery, goes off to look at a lodcstonc and is os 
pleased with it as a child u with a itnped pebble all bright and 
Bhimng from the sunht bed of a runmng stream, and sees in it, 
notjmt a lump of magnetic iron, but —a Lump of Light? 

Here s a meteor flash upon the Intcnor make up of Theo¬ 
phrastus Was he not himself a Fallen Meteor? Bull s pizzle and 
witches' ointment)—no such high-faludn claptrap entered his 
head He went to Ensishcim to look at this magnet stone because 
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he had long wished to do so. And here w^s his opportunity. 
At last he had time to look at a lodestone, as a work-shy tramp, 
who begs a crust and sits m the sun to cat it, has time to look 
at a humble-bee raiding for honey at the hp of a deadnettle 
blossom growing by the wayside. 

Yes, iimef He was no longer Town Physician and Lecturer 
at the University of Basle, no longer supcpntendent of the ■ 
town apothecanes, no longer surrounded by pestering students 
and cock-a-hoop disciples, no longer at/ the beck and call of 
the sick, the maimed, and the dying A heavy load of duties 
and responsibilities that had pressed upon him at every hour 
of the day and mght, had, as at the touch of a wand, fallen 
from his back His time was his own he was free' Free to 
loiter, to sit on a gate and swing his legs Free to starve, it is 
tiue, but free also to take a good look at that thunderbolt in 
Ensisheim 

And there it was as he later described in his book Concerning 
Meteors, that was not published until 1569, twenty-eight years 
after his death “a composite lump of stone and iron”. Not 
that his matter-of-fact examination pleased the superstitious 
townsfolk, by whom the heaven-hurled relic was looked upon 
as miraculous, as indeed it was, though not in the way they 
beheved. Dismay and disappointment spread from one to 
another when he declared that it was a lump of stone and iron 
weighing no more than no lbs., for in their credulous 
enthusiasm they had exaggerated it to 380 lbs., but had never 
bothered, or perhaps dared, to weigh it. 

For Paracelsus it was a Magnetic Marvel, an Everlasting 
, Lamp of Luminous Darkness, the very Almagest of Celestial 
Glory, a lightnmg-struck particle of the One Substance 
magically polansed yes a Lump of Light And there it lay 
in the church of Ensisheim a dull, misshapen mass 

As he looked at it with those unpenous sparrow-hawk eyes 
of his, all the regrets, vexations, chagnn, and distress of Kis 
downfall at Basle vamshed away. Here was a 'magnetic marvel ^ 
that bamshed misery It quelled the last smouldering cinders 
of his bumt-out and worthless anger It lifted his spint away 
from all human frets, insults, and injuries, and filled him once, 
again with Archaean Power Magnetic medicine for the Master 

of Magick He knew where to look for self-heahng m this 

' 1 



AFTER THE STORU 


153 

boUT bf slrtss and strain—and a look was enough He attracted 
■—took from—the lodcstonc of Enslsham a certain cfTluna 
of interstellar frequenaes that restored tljc rhythm of vitality 
n ipintual vitamin D that might just as i\ ell be called the 
Qumtcsscnce of the Stan 

Thereafter he pushed on toivards Rufacli without further 
delay And, as he went, he heard (m his inward car ) the 
magistrates of Basle, sa^ang 

SUpped through our fingers, has he? If he ever dares to 
show his nose here again well 

And the doctors of Basle, chewing it o\cf amongst them 
selves 

Made a dash, for it eh? 

Well that 8 the end of Doctor XTin Hohenhdm Theo¬ 
phrastus Paracelsus Bombast—and a damn good job tool 
The fir« haicl-catkins iisimg and trembled in the ivintry 
blast, and, as he trudged through the \sclt sucking sludge, 
Bombast (not Aureole) turned his head and shouted otcr his 
shoulder at those far-off enemies m Basle \ ou kick roe out— 
and >^xruld kill me if >*ou could contnic the ^^^cked act in 
nlcncc-smothcrcd Milam) I But my teachmg will remain when 
your stupidities have b^mc the laughing-stock of all man 
land and when yonr vengeance against me is e\cryishcrc 
recognised as the final proof of your stupidity, ignorance and 
infamy 1 • 

As though in rude and flaunting defiance a string of 
farmyard ducks ivaddling worm glutted from pond to paddock, 
opened their muddy beaks and answered with insolent con 
tempt Qjjockl—Thus, m grotesque mimicry, c\cn 
the things of Nature seemed to make common cause \Mth the 
doctors and judges of Basle and to cry out against him 

Doctor Valentine Boltz of Rufach ivai a learned humanist, 
a man whose mind smifTcd hither and tliithcr for knowledge, 
like a French dog rooting for trulJlca In later life he edited 
Six Comdus of Tcrenct and remained to the end of his days a 
staunch G^cnd of Paracelsus A year before hu death, remember 
Ing hjs great kindness to him. Bombast dedicated a treatue 
against the Anabaptists and other nonconformist sects (for by 
that fame Luthensm had brought forth a vast ipawmng of 
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jump-to-glory preachers and Godless freethinkers) to this same 
Valentme Boltz. 

Theophrastus did not, however, stay long in Rufach. Clearly, 
he could not settle down in someone else’s house, but must look 
for a place of his own where he could set up his alchemical 
apparatus and contmue his work And so, in the spring of 1528, 
he went to Colmar, the capital of Upper Alsace, where he 
stayed for sime little time with Doctor Lorenz Fries, a famous 
physician with whom Paracelsus had corresponded He was 
of the Galemc school, yet broadminded enough to welcome the 
sworn antagonist of Galenic Medicine. We see, then, that the 
Pnnee of Spagyuists had some good fnends ready to help him, 
as well as a pack of enemies skulking at his heels 

It was durmg his stay with Doctor Fries that Paracelsus wrote' 
on March 4, 1528, tlic first of two letters (preserved m the 
ecclesiastical archives of Basle) to Professor Amerbach, saying 
that he had found under the roof of Doctor Fnes “what 
I sought after the storm safety and bearable quiet days”. 
He wrote also, saymg “Perhaps I spoke somewhat too freely 
agamst the magistrates and others But what does it matter, 
smee I am able to answer the accusations made agamst me, as 
I have always maintained^” ^ 

Here, once again, his own words spothght the stubbornness 
of his character The fact that he “spoke somewhat too freely”, 
did not matter, because he was “able to answer the accusa¬ 
tions” made agamst him' The idea of “turning the other 
cheek” never seems to have entered his head He was always 
in the right, all the others were out of step. He therefore 
claimed justification for defending his good name and mtegnty, 
even though his defence was furiously offensive and often 
violently defamatory “Truth,” he wrote m this letter to 
Amerbach, “draws hatred, first hatred from my professional 
fellow-workers, then hatred, anger, envy from magistrates and 
judges ” And he asked Amerbach to defend his fi'iend 
Theophrastus whenever spiteful tongues were raised agamst 
him ' . 

Thus, It was the Truth that drew hatred, not the way m 
which Bombast presented the Truth. But we are bound t6 
defend him, because unless the Truth is presented truthfiilly 
that IS, full-strength and without any kind of modification tb 
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make it more acceptable to the Anfltotrhan Swann—it not 
only ccasca to be the Truth, but makes no impression whatever 
And therefore those who state the Truth must expect to draw 
hatrecL The only astonUtung thmg is that Bombast was always 
astonished when he did draw hatred, anger envy “and 
never learned the Holy Allnmy by-which wrath may be 
trmmiuted, by Silence or the Soft Word mto the fine gold of 
Christian chanty He never even learned to leave his enemies 
to ‘stew m their ovm juice 

When Paracelsus felt himself safe m Colmnr he sent for 
Opormus, and, as soon as he arrived with a load of luggage, 
they moved mto a place that had a cellar Thcretorts, 
phials, and alchemical matcnals, together with some household 
belongings, were soon unpacked. The laboratory was set up m 
the cellar which unfortunately was cramped for^jpace ahd 
very damp The fact that Bombast now had to m^e do with 
only a few things m the way of apparatus—no more thnn a 
icmnll furnace bellows tongs, hnmmcr crudblc, and charcoal 
of good becchwood —-did not disUcas him He wrote, later 

The skilled alchmust achieves the highest results with 
ne 3 rt to nothing, while the unskilled always attributes his 
failiire to lack of a great store of the newest, most expensive 
and impressive looking utensils 

Before summer burgeoned m full foliaged matunty he was 
attending mnny patients m Colmar, and in other parts of i 
Alsace. He «!*<•> found time to write a number of treatises on 
the French Smallpox, Paralysu Boils Perforations, Agues 
etc which^ on June 11 1538, he presented with a dedic^on 
To the most famous Hieronymus Boner Provost of the town 
of Colmar with greeting and all service finm Theophrastus 
Another book, On Open and VisibU Diseases he gave to Konrad 
Wickram, aty magistrate of Colmnr on July 8 1538 

His patients were everywhere amazed by his healing skill, 
and even that wircwonn, Oponnus had to a dmi t that m 
Alsace he (Paracelsus) was admired by all as though he had 
been Esculapius hims^ 

It may have been round about tha time that he fell out with 
Opormus who it lecmi, had either lost, lent, or actiially given 
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away some of his Master’s original manuscripts. Certam 
Paracelsian books, as, for example. The Apocalypse of Hermes, 
dealing with “the agreement of Astronomy with Alchemy”, 
the''fiist draft for The Book of Superceleshal Things; the tract 
entitled Concerning the Life of Metals, and others, have never 
come to light 

Whatever the cause of the break between them, we can be 
sure that it blew up in a tornado of whipping words Some 
wnters have suggested that when Opormus left Colmar, he 
parted from Paracelsus m peace, and that his Master “gave” 
him a portion of his store of laudanum a “gift” that he found 
,of great value during an illness shortly aftenvards. What they 
refer to was not, it seems, laudanum, but Labdanum (which 
we have already mentioned), that “Grand Elixir and Sovereign 
Medicme”, not one half-gram of which would Paracelsus have 
given to such a liver-fluke as Herbst, nor mdeed to anyone 
but the sick and the dying. 

The other account seems the more likely that when 
Opormus was kicked out of the house neck and crop, and sent 
packing off back to Basle, Bombast discovered that his erstwhile 
disciple and amanuensis had “pinched” a pinch of his precious 
Labdanum And we can well imagine the wathful mdignation 
that followed this discovery 

”Daht the scrofulous Fat’ the damn’d thief' Thank God 
he’s gone and good riddance to bad rubbish' ” 

No sooner was Johannes Herbst out of sight of Colmar than 
he began’ his abominable vilification especially the charge of 
drunkenness Thus, Melchior says , 

X 

I > 

“At home, as Opormus, his amanuensis, has often related, 
Paracelsus never attempted to expound his teachmg unless^ 
he was drunk In Hall, he used to stand tipsy by a pillar, 

' grasping the hilt of his sword, in the hollow of which, they 
say, sheltered a fanuhar spirit, and giving utterance to his 
fancies and ideas Others believe that what he had m the 
hilt called by him Azoth was a sovereign remedy, or the^ 

^ Philosophers’ Stone ” 

Accordmg to Zumgerus, in his Theatrum, Opormus “bade a 
long farewell to Paracelsus, lest God should punish him at any 
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tunc for the horrible blasphemies of a teacher othenvisc dear 
to him How 8 that'for the pure qiimtcsscncc of lying hypo¬ 
crisy'^ So long as Paracelsus could pay him, and so long as he 
still had hopes of finding out or filching his alchemical secrets 
he dung to him hie a barnacle. God s punishment for those 
bomblc blasphemies troubled him no more fhnn fathoms 
thick mud troubles a mudfish—until the teacher otherwise 
dear to him pitched him out of the place 
And the horrible blasphemies themselves? The author of 
Dispitiat de Med ^ava recorded os foUoivs 

Opormus says that he (Paracelsus) used to threaten to 
put Luther and the Pope m their places )ust as he makes the 
same threat against Gden and Hippocrates for up to now 
nont of those who have mterpreted Scripture, whether 
anaent or modem (he says), has laid bare the kemd of 
Senpture. None of them has got beyond the husk and nnd 

Isn t that horrible ? But all it really shows is the danger 
of Bp<*aVing one s mmd freely before a group of disciple*, since 
one or another of them is sure to turn Iscanobc. 

The following from the Btographu Uawerstlls (Pans, 1822), 
agam reveals the kind of slanders that Johannes Herbst took' 
care to spread abroad 

' Accordmg to the testimony of Oponnus who lived two 
years m his mhmncy Paracelsus scarcely ever mounted the 
lecture-desk unless half-drunk, and only dictated to his 
iccrctancs when in a state of intoxication If summoned to the 
tick he rarely proceeded thither without first drenching 
himself with wine. He was accustomed to retire to bed 
without changmg his clothes sometimes he spent the night 
m pot-^houscs with peavmts, and in the mormng did not 
know what he was about and nevertheless up to the age 
of 25 ^ only dnnk had been water ' 

Now the very fact that Oponnus plastered the name of Para 
celsus with the thickest mud he could dredge from the depths 
of his dirty btde loul, and contmued to do so during all the 
years thatremamed to him, including some thirteen years that 
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elapsed after the death of von Hohenheim, would seem to be 
proof enough that the parting from “a teacher otherwise dear 
to him” was no fiiendly handshakmg, nor patting on the 
back, and no gift of “laudanum” cither. 

Johannes Herbst went off full of bitter resentment. That is 
quite clear And the fact that the bitterness of that j&nal bust-up 
went on rankling for years after he had returned to Basle and 
his nagging wife, and impelled him not only to spread the, 
slandeis by word of mouth, but to pen them in a letter to . 
Doctor Vegerus, is tlie strongest indication that, for some 
reason or other, Paracelsus had pitched him out “on his ear”, 
as they say. There is yet anotlicr According to Michael Schutz 
(Toxites), Oponnus, on his deathbed, confessed to him how 
greatly he regretted having vilified the Learned, Theophrastus, 
and expressed his heartfelt remorse for having wTitten the 
scuiiilous letter m which he accused him of over-much 
drinking 

And that was the end of Oponnus (1507-1568) but not of 
the harm he had done. Mud sticks, not merely to the end of a 
man’s hfe on earth, but for four centuries aftenvards perhaps 
until the end of Time? 



CHAPTER XTIH 


FIRST EXPERIMENTS IN THE PARA 
GELSIAN CELLAR 

He WAi ALONE The cellar at Colmar was cramped and 
damp But that was not all The Basle calumnies came creeping 
after him, like a malefic nuasma drifting from a stagnant pool 
People whiyiered togctkcr looked the other way when he 
passed Things became difficult for him, as they always did 
Finally, they became impossible. It seems that he was cold 
shouldered out of Golmfir But perhaps he was glad to leave 
the small damp cellar 

Rest, he had written, is better tlnn restlessness but 
restlessness u more profitable than rest On that showing his 
life ought to have been immensely profitable, as indeed, it 
was though not m money 

By the summer of 1529 he had moved to Fsshngcn, south-east 
of Stuttgart, not far from Hohcnhcim m WOrtemberg where 
the Bombasts still held some n^mnnnts of tbar possessions. 
Here, at Samt Blfuse, m the Comer House in the Meadow be 
took up his abode. What a place!—empty echoing full of 
dead spiders the ^vindows dim wth dust, festooned with 
cob>vcbs 

Alone? Was he alone? We know that, at the end of his life, 
he bad a mnnservant named dauss Frachmaier and it may 
be that Clauss was a lifelong rctamcr Anyhow, after the 
departure of the cankerworm, Opormus, it would be natural 
cnuiij^n ^or ^araceisus to iiKlit iftxnlt lor a iacioram di some 
»rt, if only a village lompkm to scrub the place out, chop 
wood, and fetch vratcr 

The Comer House in the Meadow contamed two large 
arched cellars under one side of the doorway a smailcr Ira Hing 
out of the larger one and ventilated by a shaft. And just as he 
bad hoped here there was space—headroom. And the cellars 
were reasonably dry The larger cellar was about 13 feet 
long and 13 feet high, with a breadth of 10 feet Here, m a 
mebe m the wall he deaded to build his furnace, and he 
began the fitting up of his laboratory without delay 
139 r 
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When, m 1882, the roof of what has been called the “Para- 
celsian Cellar” was examined, it was found to be covered 
witli astrological signs and Kabalistic characters, so blackened 
and begrimed as to make accurate decipherment impossible- 
On the floor was found a small double-headed hammer, and 
a mortar with a long iron pestle 

What astroalchemical experiments now engaged his attention 
we do not know, but the country-people of Esslingen spoke in 
awe of “the old magician” who worked day and night down 
in the cellars of the Corner House in the Meadow. Indeed, 
the legend of “the old magician” still lingered in the distnct 
when, m 1882, the then oivncr restoied the ancient building 
and had the cellars done away with, 341 years after the death of 
Paracelsus It is said that, to placate the ghost of “tlie old 
magician”, who might icsent the fillmg-m and blocking-up 
of the cellars, he had a life-size portrait of Paracelsus painted 
on the gable-end In it he was shown in doublet and furred 
cap, with his gold chain and jewel (the Markgrave’s jeweH), 
lookmg veiy grand and dignified. 

But why “old”^ He was only 34 years of age when he 
settled in at the Corner House In fact, however, he looked 
and perhaps felt like a man of 50 He was old and baffled as 
old as a decrepit crab on a frozen seashore Not ill, but 
prematurely aged 

No doubt he recalled the days, but a decade before, when, 
as a young man of 24, he was as plump and comfortable as a 
prize bull when his face was wide and fat as butter, with a 
dewlap shding sleekly into double-chins when his forehead 
was as smooth as junket, his cheeks as unwrmkled as Blenheim 
apples ripe upon the bough, and his neck as round and firm 
as a newly set Dutch cheese That was m the days of his first 
years of wandering, when the whole world gleamed and 
sparkled, when rivers were flowing music, when mountains 
were built of the Voice of God, and the seas were rolling 
laughter heavmg to the tidal rhythm of the heavenly dance 

A strange tlnng to age suddenly, like this And still more 
strange when we recall what he had written in the Fifth 
Book of his Archidoxes m which he speaks at some length of 
the four arcana “known to us from our boyish years ”, namely 
Primal Matter^ the Philosophers' Stone, the Mercury of Life, and, 
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the Tincturt giving an exact (though hidden) methexi for 
compounding each of these marvellous medicmes Of them 
he wrote ^at one or the other would preserve all hving 
things firom corruption and renew them fpr a fiesh ptnod of 
life , restore all the organa of the body just as though they 
were newly bom that those who use these remedies hvc 
endued with silch health that no sickness afterwards afflicts 
them so that nothing becomes enfeebled And after 
settmg down the particular process for rnnking the third 
mcdicmc he ends by saying This being done, you will have 
the Mercuruts ViU, about which we have before spoken, and 
with which, as with an arcanum, we will console our own old 
age. 

^ How is It that, with so perfect a knowledge and understand 
mg of all these Arcana, Qjimtcssenccs, and Elixirs, which he 
declared to be most wonderful , angebcal rather than 
human , supreme m virtue , immortal celestial , and 
even dmne —and that they could render a man who i 4 a 
hundred years old Ukc one m his tiventieth >car and this by 
ther own strength and potency —he neveatheleas failed to 
preset VC or renew his own body, and that, at the age of 34? 
Sorely this altogether undcrminm the basis of his Hermetic 
Medicine, rmVing it worthless and a laughingstock before 
men? 

But we must not be too hard upon him, nor be m too great 
a hurrv to dismiss his medical alchemy Had be been someone 
else, he might have taken himself m hand Doctor Theo¬ 
phrastus might have been called m to attend Bombast 
Paracelsus. He was a doctor not a patient. Some men work 
themselves to death looking after other people. He must have 
known the mnin cause of this premature ageing well enough 

For many years he had given himiclf no rest by day or by 
night. He had burned the candle at both ends He had 
pushed sleep from him, workmg always thrdugh the night, 
alert, wide awake, relentlessly dnvmg on far mto the early 
hours Sleep? What was Sleep but Time ibppmg by? Let 
ordmary mortals yawn and fall mto unconsciousness and 
dream and snort and twitch, and chatter m their dreams, and 
turn and kick and shout, and waken in a mghtmare-sweat, 
only to be engulfed again m slumber, snormg the prcaous 
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hours away. A Paracelsus has no time for sleep or, at most, 
no more than an hour or two snatched before daybreak. But 
Sleep pushed aside has his revenge, even upon a Magus, and 
now the accumulated toxms of a thousand and one Paracelsian 
nights spent m relentless toil had come flooding into his flesh, 
blood, and bones, like a great Sigh of Exhaustion . 

By not sleeping, by tlurustmg Somnus out of his way and 
refusing to be put to sleep by that Old Hypnotist, twenty years 
of growmg old had been packed into a few months. Ten years 
of wandenng had not aged him as had the last "weeks at Basle 
Yes, he was old now, and baffled, but not beaten 
What^ Paracelsus grown old and weary Could it be so a 
broken-down Bombast^ Impossible' Aureole wrecked on the 
rocks of Reality, like any otlier mortaP Theophrastus bereft of 
his Magick forlorn, lost, wandenng from nowhere to 
nowhere^ No never' At the ver>f moment when the startled 
mind took stock of the body’s gaunt and shrunken condition, 
the spirit, that cannot age nor suflTer any ill, came leaping and 
shouting from tlie Immortal Shore tliat lies but a hair’s- 
breadth beyond the range of the senses 

He was not left in peace for long at the Corner House m the 
Meadow Rumours of his occult expenments spread quickly 
far and wide, and perhaps the garrulous Clauss Frachmaier 
gave wings to them'^ A hundred and one fantastic stones flew 
like a gaggle of witches from one person to another The "old 
magician” was making gold* The cellar at Saint Blaise was 
^stacked with the gold he had manufactured He was m^ 
possession of the Grand Elixir, the Elixir Vita. He could bring 
the dead to life by repeating a ''Hoko-poko, siiblimate-the-boko^” 
He could extract silver from toad-flax 

All these and many other stones brought first one and then 
another odd creature to the Corner House m the Meadow, 
until, before long, k strange collection had gathered there 
This little band of Oddities and oddfellows, some m rags and ' 
some m silk brocades, calh'ng themselves “the disciples of 
Paracelsus”, traded upon that false statement and nested 
themselves m and around the place like so many ticks in an old 
ewe’s fleece Whenever Paracelsus came up from his cellars, 
there they were, bowmg and scrapmg, doffing their caps, 
smiling and smirking, shuffling towards him, ahem~mg to draw 
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his attention, itqjpmg forward %vith some request— Most 
Gracious Master , Worshipful doctor \our 

Excellency ’, and even Almighty Magus 

This crc\v of hangers-on so far from being disciple* , 
formed a cotcnc of backyard scholars, drifters, pilferers, loons 
and halhvits. No doubt Theophrastus glared at them, and 
strode a\vay, disgusted Perhaps he spent more brae in the 
cellars than he might have done, m order to avoid them 
\NTiat alchemy v.’as he compounding down there? 

Of Red Jaspis 3uij—of the Jewish Stone i oz , mixed \vith 
strong Lnavium quant jv^—^whcrc have I put that vase of 
Goldsimth s Borax? 

The rehca that came to hght in* the Paracclsian Cellar m 
1882 show that he ivas engaged upon alchemical astrological 
and magical (Kabalistic) experiments It may be that, findmg 
himself an old man at the age of 34, he was bent upon 
distilhng that far famed Mmvrm Vitr iwth which, as ivzth 
an arcanum , he mtended to console hjs own old age? He had 
pursued his search for knowledge year after year wthout 
respite. He bad attended the sick and the dying ivithout sparing 
He had fought alone against all the forces of medical 
orthodoxy He had seen himself laughed to SOTm insulted 
times without number cheated reviled and utterly deserted 
And c\cn now, he gave himself no rest, no let up 

His appearance? The fact that be looked old and ^vom, the 
fact that his body had become too fragile to stand the furious 
driving energy of his blozmg spinl—that clcar-shming Star 
that was and is, Paracelsus? We hear him tnlking to himtclf— 
his thoughts raemg—doNvn there in the cellars 
Arc you weary Body? You cannot keep the pace? Fall out, 
then, and lag behind Collapse and pensh if you must I shall 
go on! Flesh—Blood—Bone—do you hinder me do you drag 
me down? Stand out of my way or be destroyed ( Am I done 
for? Is there a pale maggot of Despair catmg at ray heart, 
cankering my brain? Is it sdll one man against the world— 
against them ail? Even against himself? So be itl IVho ts this 
scir that dares to hold me back? A wcaLhng—a stuffed 
effigy of a mflTi—a man of straw Theophrastus I we will show 
them something We ^viU show them oil By this means or that 
we ^v^ll bring about such a resurrection of forces as shall 
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upheave tlie very bowels of the Earth spiUmg the seas and 
toppling thb mountains' One last gigantic effort All or nothing' 
And may God help us at the final hour 

And all the time, he was working, working , , . 

"‘Take Cinnabar Ibj., Honey oz Mij., Alocpaticus and 
Saffron, each ^ lb . 

He \vas not alone. The place was all a-run with spiders, big 
and small, and their dust-laden webs were spun across the 
beams (with their Zodiac Signs and Kabahstic characters) like 
mam topgallants and mizzcn royals hung out for repair in a 
harbour-yard 

Besides his alchemical labours, he gave attention to a scries 
of astrological calculations resulting in his famous Prognoslica- 
tions for Europe covering the years if)^o io 1534 And then, suddenly, 
it seems, something happened that forced him to leave Esshngen 
in a gfcat hurry. We do not know what it was He wrote, 
later “My calamities, that began at Esshngen, were but 
confirmed and added to m Nuremberg " Perhaps there were 
money difficulties 

That a skilled alchemist, who, as already quoted, had isTitten 
that “anyone can learn at pleasure” the art of transmuting 
metals so easily that “by it, m a short time, he could make any 
quantity of silver or gold”, should find himself as poor as a 
church mouse, and perhaps unable to buy food, must seem 
absurd, or taken as proof that the whole theory and practice of 
alchemical transmutation is a chimera built of moonshine and 
cobwebs It is no use arguing about that. 

All we know is that “calamities” of some kind overtook lum, 
at Esslmgen, that he “downed tools” m a hurry, and made 
his way through soutli-wcst Germany until he came to Samt 
Gallen, m Switzerland, where he had two friends, the brothers 
Bartholomew and Hieronymus Schobmger of Castle Horn, 
who both extended a hearty welcome. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


IN A GLASS COFFIN LIES A CROWNED 
MAN 

Bartholomew Sghobinobr, known as “the rich 
philosopher ^vas particularly pleased to see Theophrastus, 
Indeed, he was ovcr]oycd, for he was a man keenly interested 
m chemistry and the occult saenccs Stay here ^yith us at 
Castle Horn for a time, he said, and help me to arrange and 
furnish a complete alchemical latchcn Moreover I want you 
to sit for your portrait so that \vc may have you wth us always, 
or at least the representation of you—for, despite all that hap- 
picncd at Basle, you arc still Paracelsus the Unparalleled to 
those who know iiriiat they arc tnlking about. 

And 10 Paracelsus stayed at Castle Horn until the bboratory 
was 6tted up and the portrait, painted m oQs on linen canvas, 
was finished It is now (or was some few yean ago) m the 
Hutonfcal Section of the Museum at Saint Gallen, though not 
m good condition It shows him at the age of $6 or thereabouts, 
wearing a short dark beard—(away goes the beardless 
monster faster than the smp^snap^xmtrre! of a Fmnish 
fairy*! banishment)—dad m a plain white ihirt tnmmcd ivith 
a narrow collar of fine lace, mnkmg a figurc-of-eight fhU 
Over this sits a pale green doublet damascened florally in 
dark green, cut away at the neck to show the collar from 
which hang^ a black silk cord ^vith its pendant jewd tucked in 
a left hand pleat Over all, a black manUc hangs free from his 
shoulders in heavy folds the whole very properly set off and 
dignified by his great cross-handled sword the ‘ trusty Azoth 
his nght h^d resting on its orb-topped hilt Thus wc sec him, 
when out of hli worn and chcmicd-staincd work a-day habit 
(which was not often) neatly dad m green white bbrk the 
Phanc colours from time immemorial, and the only operative 
occult tnplc tmeture 

Stay and work with me in my newly appomted bboratory ’ 
said Bartholomew Schobingcr but something urged Paracelsus 
—tome inner restlessness profitable orothcnvisc—to push on 
165 
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1 here was a restlessness everywhere. The whole of Western 
Europe was caught up in endless arguments that sprang like 
a plague of serpents out of nowhere. The brothers Schobmger 
were strongly on the side of the Reformation So, in one sense, 
was Paracelsus Everyone knew that he looked upon Luther as 
a hberator, a great fighter for human freedom, a man to be 
admired, and yet Theophrastus was sick to death of it all . . ^ 
Already he was begmnmg to feel that the Refoimation had, 
somehow, lost itself as though it had, by some pecubar 
involuntary contortion, ripped itself open and become en¬ 
tangled m its own steaming entrails 

When Luther proclaimed to a dumbfounded world his, 
adherence to the faith that was'in him “Here stand I God 
help me I can no other” in defiance of the Pope and the 
authority of the Church, he let loose a thousand screaming 
heresies that he never meant to unleash And now, m the, 
year 1529, it was no longer a clear fight between the Rule of 
Rome and the cleansmg force of Protestantism The reformers 
had split and spht again, until logical absurdity bit and clawed 
and scratched logical "absurdity, and nothing remained but the 
Great Open Folly of Human Reason teanng tooth and nail 
at Its own writhing intestines A sorry sight. Humamsm devoid 
of Magick, and therefore dehumanised Logical Frenzy sane 
men driven mad by their own dogmas was bound to result, 
since, according to Paracelsian teachmg, only by Imagmation 
m the power of a Star can Man illuminate his “ammal 
mtellect”, and so rise to Godhood that is, achieve the 
“impossible” here on Earth, and demonstrate his “super¬ 
natural power”. As above, so below , 

Not a sign of this Staiiy Doctnne, the true Paracelsian 
outlook, broke through the imserable monotony of religious 
bickering and clapperclawing Before long men were willing' 
to spill blood for them man-made theological theories How 
Theophrastus detested the whole infernal fermentation'' 
Ignorance and Bigotry breaking free from Popery, and 
producmg nothing but Pnde, Pedantry and Perplexity 

No doubt he remembered how, in the early days of 1520, 
Luther had seen fit to write 1 he Freedom of a Christian Man, 
wherem he upheld the priesthood of the mdividual behever 
and his duect access to his Maker. But now that each Christian 
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man grabbed his freedom with both hands, o]>ened the Bible, 
and declared himself a self-elected pope, Luther, viewing the 
resultmg chaos ivith alarm changed, and began to preach the 
need for a State Rchgion under a Godly Prmcc, Chaos— 
confusion—alarm? The whole hopeless pandemomum beggars 
dcscnption And Saint Gallcn and mdeed the whole of 
Switzerland seemed to have become a boHmg vat of rchgious 
disputation 

■\Ve must look upon Paracelsus as a crypto-Protatant, a kind 
of Lutheran fellow traveller who had long smcc begun to 
cnticisc Luther as strongly as he did the Pope of Rome, WTuch 
accounts for those homble blasphemies that Opormus 
reported, in which Bombast used to threaten to put Luther 
and the Pope in their places Clearly, Paracelsus w'as a 
Paracclsian and nothmg else. 

Zwingli the S^vlS3 Lutheran, breaking a\s'ay at a tangent 
from Luthers original protestation announced in 1524 that 
the Presence of Christ m the Eochanst ^vas merely lymbohc— 
and Luther straightway denounced his disaplc as a heretic. 
More whirling chaos I What started as a protest against the 
money grubbing corruption of Rome and the general laxity 
of the priests had gone spinning into a swirling ipome of 
Everyman His Own Theologian according to ho own con 
sacncc—and the Devil take tlic hmdermost The Devil went 
to >vork SMth henduh delight, and behold the God of the 
Protestants soon became the spit and image of His Satanic 
Majesty I Thus all unknowingly Luther set light to Calvm's 
Everlasting Pit of Blazing Brimstone for predestined amners 
and turned every day of the week into an eternally dreary 
Sabbath for the Elect of God so that at a later date, the 
tight hpped flint-soulcd Puntans denounced laughter as a 
damnable folly , and a man could be publicly flogged in 
England for kissing ho \vifc on a Sunday I Split and split again? 
Before long the gnm-faced Calvinists ^vould have nothing to 
do with ciAer Lutherans or Zwinglians 

Some have imagined that, from first supporting Luther, 
Paracelsus began to feel that he had gone too far Too far? 
Not far enough ^vould surely have been the judgment of 
Theophrastus Had Luther gone the whole hog had he been 
an inspired philomagus, an adept of the celestial saenecs a 
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Uue alchemist, instead of a sincere and bigoted priest, the 
Refoi ination would have been a Revelation It was just because 
there was no New Revelation that Bombast threatened to put 
both Luther and the Pope ‘'‘m their places ”, saying that neither 
had got “beyond the husk and rmd” of Scnptural inter¬ 
pretation 

Because of this fundamental lack m Luther’s evangel, 
Theophrastus found himself driven more and more to the pages 
of the Bible, until finally but we must not run ahead too far. 

‘ He bade farewell to the brothers Schobmger, and, leaving 
Gasde Horn and the high peaks of Switzerland, made his way 
slowly north through the south and east of Wurtemberg mto 
Francoma, on his way to Nuremberg He took some time 
upon this journey, partly because lus physical body Wrs frail, 
and partly because, as he travelled, he was besieged by 
itmerant students, and even by doctors For although he was 
no rhore than a wandermg scholar, shabby, without fixed 
abode, official position, or any sort of authority, his reputation 
still strode ahead of him a dazzlement of imperishable renown, 
and still the excited whisper “Zook Paracelsus^ cast its 
spell And so he halted at many places on the way to examine 
and mstruct those who begged of him to do so. 

This leisurely travelling enabled him to revise the manu¬ 
scripts of his book on the French Malady and complete the 
Prognostications It was not until November 23, 1529, that he 
came at last to that fantastic baihwick of nch merchant-princes 
and fat burghers the dream-city of the robber-kuights, still 
fearful of being sacked by a Gotz of the Iron Hand or the 
threatening Hussite hordes Alt-Nurmberg, the gobhn-Gothic 
city of the Meistersinger, where Hans Sachs, the cobblei- 
poet, then about Bombast’s age, stood at the height of his 
fame , r 

Was there ever such an enchantment of heaven-flung spires, 
turrets, fimals, and cupolas^ And there, m the centre of the 
city, where the river Pegmtz cut it m two, the streets stood 
sheer from the water’s edge a German Gothic Vemce The 
whole, a stonemason’s phantasmagoria of quadrangles, stau-'' 
ways, bridges, and crooked streets 

In the famous Chronicle of Sebastian Franck von Word 
(^499'I543)5 leaf 253, we find the foUowmg entiy 
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‘Doctor Theophrastus von Hohenhara a physiaan and 
astronomer Anno 1529 came the said doctor to Nuremberg 
A fiecuhar and wondrous man, who laughs at the doctors 
and senbes of Uic medical faculty He is said to havx burnt 
at the Umverrity of Basle tlic Aticcnna ivritings and to 
itmd alone against nearly the whole of the Medical Corpora 
aon to use his own judiaa! physics and to have conlrancUcs 
with many ’ 

A peculiar and wondrons man mdecd and certainly 
conlranctjcs ’ is tlic right word for his nc\'tr-cnding conflicts 
with aulhonty 

He fared well in Nuremberg to begin with It w-as a famous 
place for woodblock engraxers ty-pc-cultcn pnnlcn, and 
bookbinders yVficr the death In 1513 of Anton Koberger, tlic 
greatest pnntcr of Nuremberg die best books issued from the 
prases of Jobst Guiknccht and Fndcricb PcyTiui It was to 
the house of Pcypus that Paracelsus now huicncd ilong the 
unpa^ ed streets deep in mire and pools of slush He found that, 
owing to the many slanderous fly sheets issued by the LAiUicran 
and Church parties m their \enomous propaganda war one 
against Uie oUier, no book could be published until tlic 
manuscript had been exammed and passed by the Censors 
Court, established in 1523, about the time when Luther s Bible 
was coming from the press 

Paracelsus therefore submitted to the Court his manuscripts 
on the French Malady ind also that of tlic Prognostications 
Soon aftcHNards he received official permission to pnnt them 
This work he entrusted to Fndcnch PeyT^us, who brought it 
out m quarto, containing fifty four ihccts with a title page 
enlivened by a border of small woodcuts with Uic shield and 
mitials of the printer The title read Djf the most Learned 
Master Theophrastus oon Hohenhemf coaeemwg the French Maladf 
Three Books 

To show his gratitude for such prompt permission to 
publish, he dedicated the book, and a further treatise on iJic 
contagious nature of the French Malady, to the Censor of 
Nuremberg, The Honourable and Estimable Master I'lt'iro 
Spcngicr 

Everything seemed to be going s^^^mmingly, but, like a fool 
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Paracelsus had treated a number of patients during his stay 
in the city. His treatment resulted in many remarkable cures, 
and, as usual, the regular physicians began their sniping They 
denounced him openly as a quack, charlatan and impostor. 
They called him “a babbler and a deceiver”. And, despite his 
experiences m Basle and elsewhere, he saw no reason to put 
up with this latest outbreak of insolence He immediately 
approached certam members of the City Council. This time, 
however, he took a different line altogether 

Complaimng that these insults were beyond endurance, he 
asked the Council to put him to the test He undertook to give a 
pubhc demonstration of his skill, without fee or reward, in 
order to rid himself once and for all of the intolerable slanders 
heaped upon him by the doctors of Nuremberg. He asked the 
Council to mstruct some independent person to pick out the 
worst cases he could find amongst those wretched sufferers 
who had been given up 2 ls mcurable by the medical profession. 
“I will then treat them,” he said, “m accordance with my 
system, and you shall judge of the results ” 

The City Fathers agreed to this, and m due course they sent 
Paracelsus a number of poor creatures suffenng from Elephan- 
tiasis Gracorum (Greek leprosy) who, bemg looked upon as 
incurable, had been cut off firom human society and left to 
rot m a lazar-house Without a moment’s delay, he began the 
treatment 

The outcome^ We may quote Bitiskius “Theophrastus, 
by the singular virtue of his remedies, cleansed tlmm of tlie 
foul Greek leprosy and restored them to their foimer health 
The famous record of these cures is preserved m the archives 
of the town ” 

The effect of this successful demonstration^ Just what we 
might expect He was still denounced eis an impostor only 
more furiously than ever' So furiously, mdeed, that there was 
nothing for it but to give up doctoring for the time being, and, 
if he wanted his books to appear, retire to some qmet comer 
far from the city 

He therefore betook himself to Beratzhausen, a village near 
Ratisbon, on a small branch of the Danube some sixty miles 
south-east of Nuremberg Here, in peace and quietness, he set 
about the task of sorting out the mass of notes he had made 
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over a number of yean for tbc first book of the Paramrum of 
the Fhx Causes of Disease, as well as the drafhng and redrafting 
of a number of other manuscripts 

Towards the end of 1529 Fndcnch Peypus printed the 
PrognostiiaUons for Europe concerning the years /550 to 1^34 with 
the greatest care It had a wide circulation In fact, it became, 
to use our modem term, a best seller , being reprinted no 
fewer than five times during 1529 and 1530 This succesi 
naturally put new heart mto Paracelsus, No doubt he was 
especially pleased with the title page of the first edition, earned 
out m accordance ivith his own wishes. Three fourths of it 
was taken up by a fine woodcut showmg the figure of a \varTlor 
above, his head looking doivn, his feet m the clouds a shield 
upon his nght arm, a draivn sword grasped m his left hand, 
and a great double-rayed star on his body Who is this womor? 
The Perfect Magus, the True Hermetic Philosopher 

Rays of Light flash from his face upon the Seven Planets 
below depicted as symbohe figures standing upon a platform 
of clouds Full pinshine breaks upon them, but at one side a 
rainstorm bunts from the clouds round the Armed Wamor 
Under the clouds on which the Planetary Spints stand are a 
glass coffin and a litter In the glass coffin hes a crenvned man. 
In the nght and left coracn below arc reversed torches 
It must have been a joy to Theophrastus to see hia work 
coming fi:om the press m Nuremberg Nmv at lost, he said 
to himself, though an outcast in threadbare chjthmg, \vith 
httlc more than a crust of bread to sustam me, I can put my 
knowledge of Hidden Forces and the Hcalmg Art on paper, 
and be sure of having my books published. 

Did he dream of such an mtciiudc of bcatificabon—all Rays 
of Light and no Rainstorm no Class Coffin no Crowned 
Corpse? Did he actually unagme that he—Paracelsus— 
dethroned, spat upon deserted and left to wander from place 
to place like an unknown beggar \vould be allowed to wnte 
m peace and have his books prmted for all the world to/cad? 

Did he know what was coming to him? Dimly he must have 
done, Perhapw not so dimly The design of his title-page was 
^ surely a forahadowing? But the mmd the animal mtcUect , 
even of an Aureole—and especially of a Bombast—may have 
blotted out the m^'nlng as appUed to himiclfi And anyhow 
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what could he do what can anyone do but “dree his 
jveird”'^ If you are Paracelsus, you will be Paracelsus; Even 
intuitional insight and astrolo^cal prognostications will not 
prevent that Every man is himself or as much of himself as 
he can be and cannot be someone else. 



CHAPTER XXV 


NO MORE BOOKS BY PARACELSUS 

At Beratzhauien, in the tranquil Labcr%nllc) Thco* 
phrastus u-oried wUi zest upon nc\\ manuscnpis ilc now 
ga\*c hti \\holc atlcntion to the loltimm Mfdianaf PararTuram 
Theophrastt, and in it, and other uorLs, he put into tlic 

new saltern of research and healing This included diagnosu, 
treatment, medicine, and those supernormal powers that, in 
our da^, arejust beginning to rccci\c senous consideration and 
some dcgn-c of careful invcstigauon Pcrliaps we should call 
them paranormal since thc^ were knowm and used by 
Paracelsus four ccniuncs ago and he seems to liav c established 
almost a user nght in the prefix pare 
Dunng hu stay m Beratzimusen he also wrote the JUeber 
ParasTarjtm, in the Introduction of which he addressed a few 
words to those gentlemen who had been to successful m forang 
him to ilcc from Basle 

I tell you the densm on my chm Inmv-s more than all 
^•our Nsnters m> shoe buckles arc more learned tinn Galen 
and A%nccnna, and m> beard has more experience than all 
>our umNcmtics God wall make other doctors who 

will undentand the Four Elements—and Magick, the 
Kabala —which arc as cataract in C)es They whl be 
gcomantisls, adepts, archci tpagynsls they \>t11 possess the 
arcana they wall havx the tinctures 

\Shcrc will yxjur foul broths be then? ^^ho will then 
redden tlic thin lips of >*our wives and wipe ilieir sharp little 
noses? The DcmI with a hunger napkin! 

And mark me, you loo must enter Iicrc and come to 
understand tlic Four Pfllan of Medicine, else tlic very 
peasants in the village wtill know that ^-our uadc Is to pli)iic 
the lords, tovras, and countries with lies and deceptions 
only 

This IS the same old Bombast* The do^v^faIl at Basle had not 
changed him Nothing could That was not all he hotted up a 
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mess of black peppercorns, Hungarian papnka, Spanish 
horseradish, ginger-root, and conander-seed, fit to scorch the 
throttle^ of tlie Anstotehan Swarm and burn away their 
windpipes' Listen 

“Follow after me, Avicenna, Galen, Rhasia, Montagnana, 
Mesus Follow you me, and not I you you from Paris, 
from Montpelher, from Wirtemberg, from Meissen, from 
Cologne, from Vienna, from the Danube, the Rhine, and 
the Islands of the sea Italy, Dalmatia, Sarmatia, Athens 
Greek, Arab, Israehte follow you me, and not I you Of 
, you not one will survive, not even m the most distant comer. 

I shall be the Monarch, and mine will be the Monarchy... ” 

\ 

If they would not listen to him (and they would not), he 
vas determmed that they should, m God’s good time, be able 
0 read his books and understand, not in order to win a battle 
n polemics, but to save those in need of healing from doctors 
vho, as he said at the time, were “no better than executioners”. 

Then, early m 1530, came a bolt from the blue AU his hopes 
»vere shattered at a blow An order issued from Nuremberg 
>tated that no more books by Paracelsus were permitted to be 
Drmted and published there The Medical Faculty of Leipzig 
lad read his book on tlie French Malady and had taken offence 
it certain passages m which he exposed the bhnd ignorance and 
iangerous blundenngs of the medicals, whom he had not 
lesitated to call “impostors” m the first section of the book 
The Leipzig doctors had, with due formality, addressed 
Jiemselves to the Council of Nuremberg, asking that no further 
ATitmgs by Theophrastus von Hohenheim be punted or issued 
in that city 

He must have boiled with rage. Not content with having 
driven him from Basle, the miserable cockroaches had now 
succeeded in stopping his books from appearmg in pnnt. 

He sat down, there and then, and wrote his mind to &e 
magistrates of Nuremberg, saymg. 

It IS not your busmess to judge or forbid without careful 
consideration and discussion As a matter of fact you are not 
able ^Jtidge of my work, you have not intelligence enough. 
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If the Umvcrsitv has any reason to complain of me, let it 
appomt a Disputation, not forbid public pubhcation Until 
I am vanquished in a Disputation such a prohibition is 
repres si on of the *1111111. Printing is for the bringing of the 
truth to light. My vmtmg concerns neither Government, 
pnnee* lords, nor magistrates, but occupies itself with the 
deceptions of Medicmc so that all men, rich and poor, may 
be set free from abommation. 

) 

This time, however he bad enough sense to stay his hand 
and cool his temper This indignant letter was never sent. He 
must have left the draft of it wth his rnanuscnpts, for it came 
to light amongst his surgical works some years after his death 
On March i, 1530 he wrote another letter in more guarded 
and more courteous language. In it he spoke (in the aloof and 
more dignified third person) of his— 

great desure to wnte what would really benefit the nek 
who arc so grievously maltreated and ahoived to pensh He 
(Paracelsus) trusts that a aty like Nuremberg, which is 
celebrated for its action m protectmg the truth, will also 
protect those who make known the truth, and will grant 
them room and refuge. Let those who doubt the truth of his 
statements meet him in an open Disputation, which, as 
formerly so now, he will willingly attend 

Here was a new Paracelsus Wiiat was happ<*ning? For 
once, Aureole seems to have been able to overcome the finy of 
Bombast- What he meant when he declared his willingness to 
attend an open Disputation, as formerly, so now , is not 
qmte clear i^eis he referred to the Disputation with Wcndolm 
m Strassburg which would not be much of a recommendation. 
No other Disputation seems to be recorded. The less bombastic 
letter was sent to the magistrates of Nuicmbcrg in due course 
It was never even acknowledged 

As day by day went by, and he heard nothing the volcamc 
pressure of his cholapic temperament must have nsen higher 
and higher He imbed he had sent the original draft—it would 
at least have given them something to think about No use 
trying to be land to puffed up popmjayi and impudent apes. 
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A rawlndc whip is the only thinir thrv iint!cr<i.ind. In his 
mind he rc-dr.illed In'; fust letter in hinrnJ i"c that ivnuld imve 
blistcicd the ears of a duiid en Poiinf'ta-^e 

But he had it.inud Im h-wm. U \\ a. no usetuduini^ .\c;ainst 
this hut;e, hc.iviiv^ lUiieo'ot-htvp ol hnavc; and fonh in any 
hind of protest, nide or rouitcou^. ly l them burn in Ih U witli 
Galen. 'I'hc important llnin: N%as to uriie his books, e\cn if 
they \scrc not printed until long after lus dcatli And most of 
them were not. 

And now, let us t^ct at the inside storv' of the Xurcniherg 
ban on the books of Pruacchus U v.as not imposed mt rely 
bceau'-c he iiad c.illcd tlu orthodox tntdtcos ^'impo'tors’* in 
the first part o( lus (look on die Frtnrli M.vladv. "fh.a would 
ofiend the medical piofcssion even where, of coun.", .as no 
doubt it offended llic Mcdic.il F.u ultv ofl.cip/ie It w.ts n.iUir il 
enough- though stubh wn and stupid ■"-to call liicm wh it thc> 
had so often called Imn But that, in mclf, was not the cause of 
the ban It wont f.ir deeper than that. 

His studies of the tornidt scoiugc, ‘'the French disease", 
as It was then called, led ium to make a head-on attack up m the 
three mam mctliods used I)> the pliViicians of his da\ m their 
attempts to “cuic" die w'rctchcd s^phihs-suffercr These 
methods were (i) fasting on a scmi-siarwation diet, the puicnl 
being sometimes confined to an isolation barracks, (e) the 
fcarfullv painful internal and external application of qmck'-ilve'r 
(mcrcur)^) m “horse-doses", and (g) the still more worthless 
gHflj’/ic-ticatmcnt, m which tiic V D. victim w’as almost suffo- 
cated by fumigations of tins West Indian wood, and made to 
swallow It m filthy infusions and decoctions. 

Paracelsus had denounced die c\trcmcl> painful and 
dangerous quicksilver treatment m die strongest terms and, 
further, had exposed the utter uselessness of the ^fwvar-trcat- 
' ment Ulrich von Hutten, the Gciman poet and theologian, 
born in 1488, gave praise to this "cure”, but, having been 
dosed with guayac himself, died in dreadful agony m September 
1523 It is now knowm that Bombast’s attack upon this treat¬ 
ment brought the Nuremberg ban upon him He had, perhaps 
without knowing it, come up against vested interests yes, 
money. He was hitting die pockets of the powerful merchant- 
bankers of those days, the Fuggers of Augsburg, who held the 
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import monopoly of guec^ wood mto Europe. And it so 
happened that the dean of the Faculty of Mcdicmc of Leipzig 
one Heinnch Stromcr hfcid a share m the profitable merchant 
banking busmess of the Fuggera. We see now why the Leipzig 
faculty rather than any other approached the |Councfl of 
Nuremberg and requested that all ftirther books by Paracelsus 
be prohibited. 

Not only did he wnte, or complete, his great Paragramm 
dunng his seven or eight months at the Castle of Beratzhausen 
(he docs not seem to have lodged m a hovel dunng this time, 
but perhaps his best-seller, Pngnoshcatons m a hied him to 
live as a Pnnee of Spagynsts should), he also finished his 
hiraous Hospital (Infirmary) Book , svith its qmte astound 
mgly modem outlook on hygiene and diet. He must have been 
wntmg his books all day and most of the night. During the 
spring and summer he practised as a doctor And then—is it 
possible?—once again it was a neb patient who begrudged 
him his rightful fee, did his best to cheat him out of it, and 
(he must have been bora to be cheated) did so without batting 
an eyehdl 
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RETURN TO THE “PARACELSIAN CELLAR” 

A CERTAIN Bastian Gastner, who livcd m Ambergj 
some go.nules from Bcratzhauscn, was suffering great pain in 
the leg He had consulted many doctors witliout gaming rehef, 
and was now advised to “send for Paracelsus” He promised 
to pay the hire of a horse for the journey, and to provide food 
and drink as well as the medical fee. 

Bombast rode to Amberg and, naturally, asked for the 
money to pay for the hire of the horse And immediately tlie 
miserly soul of his patient "was revealed Money for the hire of 
a horse^ That could not be expected. Master Castner had 
made no such promise (Wonderful, isn’t it^) Von Hohenhcim’s 
eagle-eyes flashed anger. 

“Very well,” he said, “I shall return to Beratzhausen ” 

“But you will sec the patient first. Doctor^” 

“I shall see no patient until the hire of the horse is paid ” 
Then more promises were made, if only he would see the 
patient and undertake his cure The patient was m great pain, 
and, as usual, he gave m. He agreed to stay m Castner’s house, 
and to begm the treatment at once They prowded him with 
a miserable mousehole of a room, and meals that would not 
have fiUed the belly of a mouse 

He saw the patient, made his examination, qmckly dis¬ 
covered the cause of the leg trouble, and began the treatment 
It was proceeding successfully when it really is almost beyond 
behef' Gastner’s brother-m-Iaw, a Doctor Burtzli, broke mto 
Bombast’s room, stole his medicines, and then dismissed him, 
saying that he ^intended to carry out the cure himself (AH of 
which IS set down in the treatise Concerning Meicuiy, and signed 
by Theophrastus m teims that are well-nigh forlorn and 
heartbreaking “Given at Amberg, m this ,mme sohtude, 
12 July, 1530 ”) 

After this he became even more outspoken, virulent, and 
tetchy than heretofore Can it be wondered at^ It was the last 
stra-v^ the Markgrave of Baden and Canon Liechtenfels all 
over agam 
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Thereafter his movements arc not clear It is probable that 
he returned to BeratzhJiusen for a time, and it is known that 
he went to Nordltngcn (Zimmcm), and then made his way to 
Ratisbon (Regensburg) That he was dqcctcd and tpiserable 
seems certain. 

It was no use pretending that his ipint was unhurt as, day 
after day and year by year, insult w'as heaped upon insult. 
Each new outrage opened up the scar of some old deep wound, 
or tore the scab hum one but lately healed And yet—battered 
and tom—he remained essenoally unharmed and unassailable 
withm the inner sanctuary of his soul, the crystal w-alled 
fortress of the immortal self Though Aureole might weep 
Theophrastus dispute or Bombast storm and rage, Paracelsus 
rtmamed unmov^ a solar dynamo of dnving energy 

He was deeply wounded m the heart s core, yet entirely 
unscathed miserable, yet filled with an mner joy restless, 
yet Buddha-calm hopeless, yet ablaze with the starry dazzle 
flash of celestial inspiracoo. 

And SO paving wntten a great mass of-matcnal, and put his 
manusenpts mto tolerable order, htf once more left a settled 
abode and took to a life of wandenng He was now nearly 
37 years of age, balked at every turn not knownng where to go 
nor what to do We do not know where he went, nor what he 
did Perhaps he wandered &om plat* to place ui a kmd of 
daze, not canng what happened to him, nor where eventually 
he might be washed up like a spar of dnftwood And perhaps 
Clauss Frachmaier his lervant wandered with him He must, 
it seems have travelled westward through Southern Germ any, 
some 170 miles or more. At any rate, tome time m the late 
autumn of 1530 it is supposed that he came again to Esslmgcn 
and foimd refuge once more m the cellars of the Comer House 
m the Meadow at Samt Blaise. 

What drew him here again after nearly two years? It must 
have been like rcturmng to a tomb of memories drowned m a 
sea of failure. Wfe cannot overlook his own despondent phrase 

My calamities that began at Esslmgcn were but confirmed 
and added to m Nuremberg * Yet here he was back again m 
Fwlingcn It must, one imagines have been some very strong 
influence that drew him, like a magnet, back to those calami 
tons ccUan And smcc there is no ngn of a woman, either now 
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or at any time dunng his life’s span, we must conclude that 
he came once more to the Paracclsian Cellar like a Childc 
Harold to tlie Dark Tower to continue liis alchemical, 
astrological, and Kabalistic expcnments 
We can see him there, over by the ventilation shaft, a sad¬ 
faced, disillusioned man his high-domed forehead furrowed as 
deeply as a ploughed field, his once slightly protruding eyes 
sunken back into their sockets, but still flashing, his great 
bull-neck shrunken to a thin tangle of knotted cords. “What 
does it matter if I look hke a withered IcaP” he mutters fo 
himself. “Who cares^” Nevcrtlicless, for Aureole the Golden, 
the Great, the Wonderful what planet-struck disaster wrapped 
m eternal catastrophe* . . . 

Ach^ rubbish* . . . and, anyhow, he’s beyond it all. 
Catastrophe^ What is that the name of some strange plant? 
That man you sec over there, raking the ashes from the brick 
furnace, was Paracelsus. Para-zo/io^ Oh yes, Paracelsus, I think 
I’ve heard the name . . . 

I see there are several people down here, not just “the old 
magician”. The httlc boy playing with tlie long iron pestle^ 
That is Philip. The gentle creature dreaming by the wooden 
bench^ Aureole. The thoughtful young philosopher turning 
the pages of that book^ His name is Theophrastus And the 
big fellow, who looks as though he intends to grab the fire- 
shovel, batter down the door and smash his way out, although 
he could easily unlock the door and walk out^ Why, that is 
Bombast Now you know them all Who^ The “old fellow”^ 
Oh, he isn’t really there at all He’s just a ghost-reflection of 
the other four. His name^ I’m afraid I can’t remember. 
Para-somethmg, I think it was . . . 

'What is he doing there, with his magical, Kabahstic con¬ 
jurations^ Had he not written “No conjurations, nor ntes 
are needful circle-making and the scattenng of incense are 
mere humbug and jugglery And yet, through the'cobwebs, 
the dust, and the gnme, we can still make out the astrological 
signs and Kabahstic characters upon the beams overhead 
But then, he also wrote 

“Thmgs that are considered now to be impossible will be 
accomplished, that which is unexpected will m the future 
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prove to be true, and that which ib looked upon as super 
station in one century will be the bans for the approved 
Bdcncc of the next. 

1 

And when we peer again into the gloom of the Paracrl^nn 
Cellar at F^lmgcn, there is no one to be seem The old 
magician has vanuhed. 

There is no hmt anywhere as to why he wenL Perhaps he 
had accomplished the impossible , and his nnVnown 
erperiments concluded, ^vas overtaken once more by that 
restlessness that never let him rest for long 



CHAPTER XXVII 


PROFESSOR'OF THE HOLY SCRIPTURES 

A STRANGE TiGURE APPEARS, With a Bible m his hand, 
wandering from village to village preaching The Word and 
healing the sick a self-appointed evangelist, ragged, homeless, 
without a penny. 

“That cannot be Paracelsus, the world-famous .doctor^” 

- “Nevertheless, it is ” 

“And what does he think he’s doing, reading passages from 
the Bible and preachmg out of doors 'to these ignorant 
villagers^” 

“God knows’” 

“Listen what is he saymg^ ” 

“All numbers are multiples of one, all sciences converge 
to a commdn pomt All wisdom comes out of One Centre, 
and the Number of Wisdom is One Therefore, if men 
desire ” 

■ “They can’t understand a word of this It’s far beyond 
them 

“And yet, you see how they crowd around him'”’ 

‘ ‘ Extr aordmary' ” 

“No, not really extraordinary. They don’t follow what he’s 
saymg, but they know he’s a marvellous healer a veritable 
miracle-worker who treats the poor for nothing, and they are 
waitmg to ask him to cure Granfer of his rheumatics, and 
little Mmette of her epileptic fits, and poor Anselm’s bent 
spme ” 

“Theophrastus Paracelsus the man who could make a 
fortune by t^e^ting kings, princes, noblemen And here he is in 
rags, preaching God-knows-what incomprehensible philosophy 
to a group of bullet-headed Swabian peasants' He must be 
mad' What’s he'saying^ ” 

^‘We may grow mto knowledge, but we canhot make know¬ 
ledge ourselves, because in ourselves is nothing but that which 
had been put there by God ” 

“This isn’t Lutheri^ ” 

“No, nor the teachAig of Zwingh ” ' ' 
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Nor of Rome« WTiat is it, then? 

Just Paracclsianism 

There he stood preaching, awa> at the gaping peasants 

The knowledge that the clergy have is not from The Father 
They leam it from each other 'Hicy arc not sure of the truth 
of what they teach, and therefore they use argumentation, 
circumvention and prevarication They fall mto error and 
vanity, and mistake their own opinions for the ivisdom of 
of God 

‘That s pretty plain spenktng, if you ask me. 

Its nothmg to wW hell say when he really gets 
gomg 

Those who love the Lummous Centre will be attracted to 
It, and their Lncnv ledge comes from God Take no notice of 
the pncst-creiv They know next to nothmg Hypocrisy is not 
holiness Conceit is not power Slyness is not wi^ora 

It I a wonder th<i magistrates don t put a stop to this sort 
of thing 

Ob anyone can take up a Bible noivadays and preach 
anything that comes mto his bead 

The art of deceiving and dupuung sophisticating, pervert 
mg, and misrepresenting truths may be learned m schools. 
But the power to recognise and follow the Truth cannot be 
conferred by learned professors It comes only from God 
He who desires to know the Truth must be true himself 
The highest poivcr of the mtcUcct, if it is not illnmtnatcd 
by Love, IS only a high-grade of animal mtelJect, and will 
pensh 

What 18 he miking about? Animals have no intellect—and 
where does he find any of this in the Holy Scriptures? 

Oh he can find it Like the Dc\’il he can quote Scripture 
to suit his own purpose. He knows the Bible inndc out—none 
better 

He I at it ogam 

It IS not faith in the odstcncc of an histoncal Jesus Christ 
that has the power to save mnnkind from evil, but faith in the 
Supreme Power of God, through which the man Jesus was 
enabled to act—and through which we alio may act when it 
becomes mflnifcst m us 

That is sheer blasphemy! 
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“ Maybe it is, but as he holds an open Bible m his hand, they 
lap it up as though it were God’s Truth ” 

“If a man cures another of some disease in the name of 
Chnst, he cures him by the power of God, and by his own 
faith That power becomes active in and through him by , 
his faith and not out of God’s gratitude for his professed 
faith, nor the sick man’s behef that Christ once existed upon 
the earth.” 

“Worse and worse* He not only casts doubt upon the 
histoncal existence of Christ, but domes the power of Chnst' ” 

“Illnesses are caused and cured by faith, and if men kne^v 
the power of faith they would have more faith and less super¬ 
stition. We have no nght to call any disease mcurablc. We 
have Only the nght to say that we cannot cure it. A doctor 
who trusts only m his own science will accomplish little, but 
he who has faith in the power of God acting through him, 
wll accomphsh much ” 

“As though Man’s common sense had to be added to the 
power of God' Why, he’s actually behtthng and denying the 
power of God • ” 

“Oh, he’U go far beyond that. This medical turned missioner 
sticks at nothing ” 

“This physical body flesh, blood, bones that is believed 
to be of so httle importance by those who love to dream about 
the mysteries of the Spirit, is the most secret and valuable 
thing ” 

“Heavens above * Now he’s putting Man’s filthy and lustful 
body above the Spint • ” 

“We should take care of the physical body It may be 
likened to the wood from which is produced fire that gives 
forth hght There would be no light if there were nothmg 
to bum ” , 

“H’m, there’s one body that ought to burn at the 
stake I ” 

“The rock upon which the true Church is founded is not to 
be found m Rome, nor m Protestantism ” 

“What have we now^ He’s up agamst the Pope and Luther > ” 

“And everyone and everything, except Paracelsus ” 

“Nor IS It to be found in the realm of fancy, but m the power 
of faith and a steadfast imagmation ” 
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Imaginahcnl ^Vbat la imagination but the realm of 
fancy ? Did you e\xr hear anything to beat it I—the mans 
insane! 

But the people listen He holds their attention * 

The Samta arc m Heaven, not in the wood out of which 
an image is carved Each man is hiimclf nearest to his own 
god 

Every mnn his own god I This 18 worse than the most 
damnable Paganirm I 

* Behef m opinions is no faith He who foolishly bchcvei is 
foolish A fool who beheves stupid thmgs is dead in faith 
because he has no real knowledge, and without knowledge 
there r-an bc no faitlL God does not n^oice to see fools, block 
heads, and simpletons who arc ready to beheve anything 
no matter how absurd it niay bc 

I give It up! I can t listen to any more of this 

We nwrtals arc not from Heaven, but from earth. We did 
not come down from Heavem We grew from the cartlL But 
if we arc reborn m the SpintjAvcshnl! movem celestial power— 
for Man is a Star and ihould remember the words of Jesus 
Chnst 1 smdf Tt are gods 

W^ Luther—damn him!—is an Orthodox Churchman 
compared with this 1 

Thus m the ^vmd 3 and the ram of January and February 
1531 we find a pr^rhing Paracelsus who now called himself 
Professor of the Holy Scriptures and Doctor of Both 
Medicines Yes, a prcachmg Paracelsus but not a sign of a 
re pentant Paracelsus meek and mild, with all the old Bombast 
gone oilt of him. P«*nnilc 38 perhaps but not repentant Thread 
bare, it is true, but still the old fiery fighter, with his longsword 
at hij fide, and a voice that thundered through the valleys and 
echo d m the bflU 

A paternoster is useless if the bps speak it while the heart 
desires cvfl.’ 

Repentance? Because he had a Bible m his hand—because 
he preached the Holy Scnpturcs? Remorse?—for having 
exposed the ignorance and abomimtions of Orthodox Mcdi 
ane? Hohl you don t know your golden Aureole, your learned 
Theophrastus your boisterous Bombast—your pnceless Para 
celsus! / 



/ 
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Do you hear that voice in the village street, saying: 

“God has given each of us wisdom and knowledge, and the 
power to perceive the Past and the Future. But we do not know 
it, because we arc fooling away our time with outward and 
penshmg things, and arc asleep to that ivliich is real within 
ourselves. According to the Bible. God created the animals 
before He created Man The animal elements, instincts, and 
desires existed before the Divine Spint illurmnated them and 
made them into Man. The animal kingdom is therefore the 
fatlier of the ammal-man If Man is like his animal father, he 
is on a level with the animals If he is like the Divine Spint 
that dwells within his animal elements, he is like a god.” 

Is tliat the voice of repentance^ Repentance fur what pnde, 
arrogance^ It was not pnde not any kind of pride that 
brought about his downfall, bid lack of it h. little pnde, a tiny 
speck of pride, and Paracelsus the Great had never been toppled 
from the topmost tower of heaven’s gate and trampled in the 
mire Nor was it any sinful aspiration flying in the face of 
Providence, but sheer stark-naked honesty of purpose. A htde 
guile, a httlc worldly wsdom bom of pnde would have saved 
liim 

Paracelsus aspires^ Paracelsus comes crashing from Heaven 
to Earth 'like a flaming meteor hurtling to its doom, because he 
over-reached himself, because he deluded himself and others 
m order to gam a tinsel reputation^ He deluded no one, 

' Certainly not himself Nor did he at any time dabble m 
quackery, nor perform high flights in philomagical fantasy, 
nor any other slcights-of-mind or hand, hoping to accomplish 
impracticable ends by some archfoolery, as Browning, that 
April lark-on-the-wmg caught in a dew-pearled thornbush, 
saw fit to make out three centunes later Those words those 
lame-duck hues set to the name of Aureole m Part V of his 
Paracelsus never would the Prince of Spagynsts have uttered 
such sob-sodden whimpenngs' 

“ . Tes, it IS true, all true 

All quackery, all deceit . but still 

You know the obstacles which taught me incks ” 


So, he made him into Sludge the Medium 


• 
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Qjiackcry—deceit—tncks? No no the young poet of 
Camben^ ell cannot be forgn cn this slander Is there no end to 
It? Three hundred to four hundred yean, and still the authentic 
Bombast eludes them? \\^at a mvth enfolds the man 1 

For according to this fabrication, he aspired to reach the 
very Throne of God and faded because he uent about It mth 
his head held high and—lUll more incredible!—wthout a 
speck of love for humanity m his heart No lox'c? No lo\c for 
anyone. A cold, unblinking, lo\clc3s Horror, eaten up ^vlth the 
vain desire to Know All and, at the same dmc, sobbing his 
heart out for ha\ang failed no—worse tlian that—far worse 
for havmg fallen into cheap chicanery slick hey presto 
ihufllc passing, glib gabble, and Slim Dickory Famcmcnls 
And that is Paracelsus? ^VclI, stone the crows I 

As for failure 

Do you sec the old cloak, tattered and tom, bUloivTng m the 
breeze and here the voice of that man preaching in the 
Bavarian village f 

K£an u an animal, a spirit, and an angel and is able to 
know that which is beyond Nature. He has the power to Icam 
all that belongs to Hea\cn and Hell, to know God and His 
Kingdom, the angels and spirits and the ongin of Good and 
EvtL For Man is a sun, and a moon, and a heaven filled wth 
stanT 

Is that the voice of failure? Iin t it tlic inner dreaming of the 
child in Emsicdcln, the ansivcnng voice of the boy m the 
Bcrgschule at Augsburg, the organ music of that Marvellous 
Paracelsus— always drunk, always luad —resounding 
through the lecture hall at Basle? 

Failure? Wlio failed? Paricclsus? Parallin-oil and Petty 
Panic I Even m the depths of despair he knc^v that he bad not 
failed m his Star<narded Qpcst He had merely failed to 
escape the envy mahcc, and mockery of men Even Chnst 
Himself did not escape that 

And yet, we may ask, what in the name of goodness impelled 
him to become a ^vandenng preacher? Perhaps it loas the Name 
of Goodness—God Himself—that drc^v him to this work? For 
'Protestantism was gomg all the wrong way and was now a 
thousand tongued fool shouting and screaming every kind of 
blathcrskiting dogmatism and beede brained stupidity As 
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Bombast wrote at the time* “Every fool praises his own gang. 
He who stands on the Pope stands on a cushion. He who stands 
on Luther stknds on a water-pipe. He who stands on Zwmgh. 
stands on emptiness ” - 

That was now his opimon of all three of them wind 
water feather-stuffing. And yet he remained a Catholic. > 
Why not^ It was the Pope and his pnest-crew who had strayed 
from the narrow path and become, according to Paracelsus, 
a gang of sophisticators and money-snatchers 

Someone had to go out and tell the people the Truth, not 
about all that^ but about the Power of God m Man a very 
different thm^, and somethmg, that the pigheaded Protestants 
■ Ignored m their frahtic and furious fanaticism. Paracelsus was 
not concerned with the political or ecclesiastical conflicts of the 
Reformation, but only to make known the Luminous Centre 
and the Divine Magick, as revealed m the Bible and m the 
open book of Nature 

But Reason has sent the whole ranting, roanng rout of 
refoimers clean off their heads, and soon they began to hate 
Theophrastus as much as they hated Rome and each other 

“He does not preach the Reformation,” they said. “He 
preaches Regeneration ” 

It was true And so, once again, he “pleased no one but the 
sick” whom he healed. 

One thing we may be glad of there is no such thing as a 
Sect of Paracelsians, nor a Paracelsian Church, nor any such 
chnkered clique of smirking, or snarhng, dogmatists. His 
Luminous Lbgic shps past them. It runs like quicksilver through 
their foolish fingers and behold! there is nothing left but 
Sim, Moon, Earth, Stars, Man And even these break into 
Umversal Light, and the Light itself becomes “dark hght” as 
they rush to snatch it. an Invisible Ray 

Of what use is an Invisible Ray to half-crazed refoimers, 
filled with corrosive hatred, each bent upon enforcmg 'his own 
cranksided crotchet^ No wonder they looked sideways at him 
as he went from place to place openly announcing himsplf as 
“ Professor'of the Holy Scriptures and Doctor of Both Medi¬ 
cines 

A new Paracelsus, suddenly gone “religious”^ When was he 
anything but deeply rehgious^ If preaching to the people out 
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of doors \va3 nc>\, the teaching itself was the same as ever— 
Man IS the Sum Total of oU the elements of the Um\ enc and 
because of his Divine Imagination, can, by faith m the Power 
of God bnng into action Godlike po,wcn here on Earth 
Not a doctrine to please either Pope or Protestant, but one 
that may ^xt provx to be the salvation of mankind \Vho knom? 



CHAPTER XXVIli 
\ 

INTERPRETATION OF THE COMET 

According to tradition, when Paracelsus came into 
Ratisbon he was waited upon by a deputation of cloth- 
merchants who begged him to return with them to Samt Gallen, 
m Switzerland, where the ex-burgom£ister of^ that town, 
Christian Studer, was very ill, and none of the ordmary doctors 
could do anything for him. 

And so, once again, he came to Saint Gallen, probably by 
way of Mumch, and took up his quarters in the house of 
Christian Studer, and hved there all through the summer and 
autumn of 1531 Studer was Bartholomew Sckobinger’s' 
father-in-law, and no doubt he saw much of the two brothers, 
Bartholomew and Hieronymus, dunng his stay. , ^ 

We note that the deputation consisted of cloth-merehants, 
and this seems like an echo of Bombast’s special mterest m 
cloth-manufacture dunng his visit to England It is ^ possible 
that he had friends among the clothmakers’ guilds m various 
countnes Be that as it may, the brothers Schobmger and their 
friend Doctor Joachim von Watt (Vadianus) had plunged hp 
to theu necks into the rehgious turmoil of the times No doubt- 
they did theu best to recniit Theophrastus mto the aimed 
forces of the Refoimation, but he was more interested m “a 
strange new star over the Hochberg”, which was, m fact, the 
Great Comet Halley’s Comet, as we call it, but surely it 
should be called Aureole’s^ for he wrote an account of it at 
the time of its appearance for Leo Judae of Zunch He was a 
man of learning and had just finished a translation of the Bible 
"When he received Bombast’s treatise, he sent it to a prmter, 
givmg It the following title' Interpretation of the Comet that 
appeared in the mountains in the middle of August, J55J By the 
learned master, Paracelsus The title-page had a woodcut showing 
a comet with a flaming tail, ahd the dedication read “Theo¬ 
phrastus to Master Leo, preacher of Zurich, Given on the Saturday 
after Bartholomew^s ” 

By this we can fix the date Saturday, August 26, 1531 fo^ 
Saint Bartholomew’s Day fell on a Thursday m that year. 

190 
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As he stood there shrouded m the night time darkness of 
the hills the terrible cold ^vhite glory of that glowing mass 
must have rrminded him of the composite lump of stone and 
iron at Fnsiiheim, and all the religious conflicts burmng in 
the hearts of men seemed to be quenched utterly in the ice fire 
of the Comet that appeared m the mountains , and the 
sky vmdng of its gl6wing tail spelled but one word for the 
Pnnee of Spagynsts the Professor of the Holy Scriptures and 
Doctor of ;^th Medicmcs, That vmrd was Rtsiorationl 

Restoration, not Reformation. Not the doltish stampede of 
Zwmgli 8 fightmg fools Somethmg greater thnn that. The 
restoration of one man. One man against them all. One 
mdividual One flaming spirit of the age. One flamidg 
spirit streaming like a comet across the ages A 'UTutc Glow 
flaring for ever above and beyond the bcatmgs bormngs and 
blood lettings of benighted zealots' driven swme-crary m a 
frenzied herd The Comet, the Celestial Magnet, had appeared 
in the mountains, and, like a comet, be would burst again 
upon the world He would flash once more from the firmament 
and men should gasp Lock! Paraalsus! A strange star over 
the Hochberg The End of this World—the Beginning of the 
Next. 

Not a dream, nor a hope, but a New World created by Divmc 
Magick m the matni of Perfect Tmogmation. By the Magical 
Hat of Moses adorned with three flowers (according to the 
Kabala) firom wbirh a Dove with a Rmg m its bill descends 
^ Schrmhamphorasck! 

(The name of the Hidden Word of Power now lost to Man 
by which a new heaven and a new earth could be created ) 
Not to Reform, but to Restore Not to reshuffle the Tarot 
pack, but to return to it the card that is missmg the signature 
of the Lost Word The Lost Word? The Fufadamcntal Sound 
of a Final ConcepL The restoration of Paracelsus I 

To fame and glory? Why not? This is not the lifc-story of a 
limpet, but of a rnm And Man is a sun, and a moon and a 
heaven filled with stars I 

After gating for some long tnne at that glowing ball of white 
fire banging m the heavens like a lummous tadpole, he came 
doivn from the Hochberg and as soon as he arrived wi thin 
doors, set to work upon the astrological mtcrprctation of the 
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Comet, and from these calculations foretold Trouble, Blood¬ 
shed, and the death of Illustrious Men 
Aimdst all the trials and tribulations of 1531, the shouting 
theologians, dogmatic dogfights, Romish reprisals, Protestant 
counter-measures, raids, threats and declarations, Bombast 
did hot neglect his imting. He went on \s ith the five parts of 
his Opiis Paramirum, made notes for J he Greater Surgery^ and 
completed several of his httle-known theological manuscnpts 
arising out of religious meditations m which he had been 
absorbed for some time, especially since the spring of 1530. 

And while he was busy wnth all these thmgs, never neglecting 
his ever^'day work m healing the sick, tlie local chronologist 
of Saint Gallen, one Johann Rutiner, was busy keeping his 
Diary, m which he ivrote (leaf 84) in choice dog-Latin 

“He (Paracelsus) is very dihgent, sleeps but httle; with 
boots and spurs and fiilly dressed, he throvs himself into 
bed and rests only for three hours or so, then ivntes on again.” 

Into bed ivith boots and spurs' This is an improvement upon 
the account put out by Oponnus Now we have a booted and 
spurred Paracelsus hurlmg himself into bed, npp ng up the 
blankets and bedclothes > just because, ivorkmg into the early 
hours, he sometimes lay down to rest ivithout undressing. It's 
a wonder Master Rutiner did not make him gallop into bed on 
a Circassian charger and fall asleep in the saddle, ivnth the 
horse's head snonng on the pillow and its hooves sticking out 
beyond the counterpane' You see how a m^Uh can smother a 
man, even m his bed • 

This same Rutiner, who kept his Diary from 1529 to 153^3 
mcluded m it the famous Earth-womi Cure. He tells how it was 
beheved that Paracelsus could heal by a wave of his hand, and 
how he was asked to use this miracle-working power on a boy 
called Caspar Tischmacher, whose hand had been seriousl}" 
mjured. After examination. Bombast found it necessary’’ to 
operate surgically, and took out a small bone This caused 
considerable inflammation and swelling, and that ivas not at 
all what the boy’s father expected. 

“Look at my son’s hand,” he shouted. “ It’s m a fearful state. 
It’s disgraceful, Doctor’” 
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The riVi“lltTig will go denvn in time, and then the boys 
hand will recover Bombast crplamed. That did not satisfy 
Tischmachcr semor, who declared that the Doctor had made 
such a bungle of the operation that Caspar would never have 
the use of hiA hand again. ' 

That is nonsense. It was essential to operate, and the 
operation has been done with the utmost iWll Your son b 
hand will be perfectly all right when the swelling has 
fubnded. 

The ncJrt thing he knew was a smumona to appear before the 
magistrates and surgeons of Samt GalJan Naturally, he 
Ignored the impudence Tischmacher then cited Doctor von 
Hohenhcim to appear before the High Senate, if you please! 
And this court granted fourteen days in which to bring about 
the full recovery of the boy s hand 
Was there ever such a fantastic situation, m which a court 
of law orders a medical man to have a patient cured by 
such and such a date? Paracelsus might be looked upon as a 
peculiar and wondrous man , but bow shall we regard lawyers 
who imagmed that a doctor could compel the healing forces 
of Nature to obey their legal requirements and comnnnnds? 
No other medical man was ever subjected to such mdigmty 
arising from such incredible lunacy Do we dream—are we 
falling through a dark tunnel of pompously absurd nightmare 
pranks or arc ive awake in the daylight world of sane men? 
Foe you might as well order the dew to fall, or the waning 
moon to appear at the full a week before hex tune I 
When the given fortnight expired, Caspar s hand \vas 
progi^ ng st^Hily, but was not quite he^ed. Off rushed 
Tisrhmachcr again to the magistrates. He must other have 
been a htdc touched m the head or put up to this by the regular 
phyoaans of the town m order to bring the skill of Paracelsus 
into disrepute and so pave the way for yet another Liechtcnfcls 
affair This time, however, the magistrates refused to listen to 
him, and be now appealed to the people s tribune, a mnn called 
MtUlcr 

Bombast determined to put a stop to all this by applying a 
quick hi^flhng remedy that he had probably learned long ago 
from some old robber witch wife or horse-doctor He sent 
for Caspar i father and said 
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“Bind living earthworms on the boy’s hand for one night, 
and m three days it will be well.” 

The treatment was entirely successful. 

Modern writers have supposed this earthworm-cure to be, 
no more than a stupid charm, a piece of trickery on the part of 
Theophrastus to satisfy the superstitious behefs of the boy’s 
father, knowmg fill well that the mflammation would subside 
within three days, earthworms or no earthworms But every 
true gipsy and many of the didyki know that hving earthworms 
bound upon' an inflamed and festering wound take up and 
draw away the poison mto their own bodies, leaymg the wound 
healed. Is this such a wonder that it must be classed as hocus- 
pocus^ Surely, even m these days of M & B. and peniallin, 
we have a'U heard of a lump of raw beef-steak apphed to a 
black-eye^ The principle is the same ^ 

Meantime, the Swiss Protestants had blockaded the Forest 
Cantons, where 8,000 Gathohcs had assembled and were now 
marching to the confines of Zurich between Zug and Kappel 
Bloodshed and the death of lUustiious Men Greeds Comets 
Earthworms Wounds 

, “Down with Rome, the Sink of Imqmty'” / 

“Bum the heretics, Satan’s Hellspawn'” 

Things were gomg badly for the Protestants at the battle of 
Kappel. 

That was on October 10, 1531, and must have seemed to be 
m accordance with the astrological Interpretation of the Comet, 
by the learned master, Paracelsus. 
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BLACK DEATH ON THE POINT OF A t 
NEEDLE 

The following day, October ii, 1531, ZwingU waa 
killed at the bittic of KappcL He was wth his soldiers, 
unarmed, ministering to a ■wounded man. A stone hit him, 
and almost immediately a Cathohe ran him through with a 
lance as he lay on the ground He died where he fell, and his 
body was quartered by the Cathohes and burnt, and the ashes 
scattered to the four winds 

The victory could not please Paracelsus, and his aloo&css 
from the blo^y conflict must have puzzled his friends 
* Alas I the Protestants arc defeat^ 

"We can hear the Professor of the Holy Senptuxes laymg 
There is neither victory nor defeat m the eye* of God. 

But you are a Protestant, Theophrastus 
And, agam, -we can hear the vehement reply I am neither 
Pope, Protestant nor Pickled Pumpkml 1 am Paracelsus and 
all this brawlmg killing stoning stabbing quartering bum 
mg scattering—the whole shnkmg cesspool of rcEgioos clutter 
claptrap and cacology the rcrklng rottenness of Rome on 
the one hand and the pestilential pndc, pnggishncss and 
pus-filled pugnaaty of Protestantism on the other—makes me 
spc^v my heart up 1 And there • worse to come—much worse. 
The Stars show it clearly More blood, more wars, more filthy 
stupidities God m Heaven 1 there 1 no end to the bestial fury 
of unholy zeal once the human mind mistakei its own reasoning 
for Divme Wisdom. I m cck to death of the bigoted butchery I 
In November of the same year CEcolarapadius, pastor of 
the Ohnrch of Saint Martin, Professor of Theology the fiicnd 
of Erasmus, Froben, Zwingli, the rnan who had secured the 
appointment of Paracelsus as Town Phynaan and Lecturer in 
Medicme m 1526—one of the great leaders of the Rcfonnatioti 
—died at Basle, Yes, Johannes HQssgen was dead It must 
ha've come as a heavy blow to Theophrastus Zwmgli, Htlssgen 
—the death of lUustnous Men, as the Comet foretold The 
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sensitive spint of Aureole must have been deeply shocked by 
these happenings, and especially by the snarling blood-lust of 
religious mania woiking like the poison of Red Arsenic and 
the Fire of Mercury in the fcarstrickcn hearts of men. 

By the end of 1531, he could stand it no longer. He dis¬ 
appeared fiom the eyes of the woild into the rugged solitudes 
of the Appenzell country, south-east of Saint Gallen, blotted 
out by the seething dnft of cragtorn clouds sweeping across 
untrodden heights. He took to the mountains 

Where he went and \vhat he did striding from spur to spur, 
toiling upwards like a bodiless shadow over the rocks; poised, 
breathless, on a knifc-edgcd bluff, sweat-soaked, blistered, 
gasping in the crystal air is all lost now and for ever. . 

We see a man of 39 creeping over the hills a dark speck' 
agamst the snowline, dwindling to a speck of nothing, and 
then nothing but tlie memory of movement moving some¬ 
where out of sight beyond the mountain passes. Out of sight, 
out of mind . . 

“I do not know where I shall have to wander now I do 
not care cither, so long as I have helped my sick,” were the 
somew'hat dreary, dragging -words he wrote at the time. And 
m the third book of his Paramiruni) he recorded that he “gave 
up Medicine to ply other trades”. 

We do not know what these “other trades” were For more 
than tw'^o years he seems to have healed the sick m the villages 
He studied mountain sickness and the symptoms of frostbite 
at first hand, and set down the proper remedies Perhaps he 
helped woodcutters in order to earn a meal and a night’s 
lodging He -wrote certain tracts in Latin one entitled Qjiod 
Sanguis et Caro Chnsti sit in Pane et Vino, and another on the 
Lord’s Supper He distributed copies of the'Holy Senptures 
He preached the Lununous Truth ’ 

But now his preaching seems to have been simpler than 
before Less about Stars and Godlike quahties, more about 
Man and the Mercy of God For human beings are^ed with 
fear and not yet ready to shine forth in the full lustre' of Di-vme 
Power And he -wrote. 

“Papists, Lutherans, Baptists, Z-winglians, all glory in' 
themselves as alone possessmg the Holy Spirit, alone justified 
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in thcir own reading of the Go*pel Each cncs '/ am nght, 
1 tpeak the Word of God Chnst and His teaching ore what 
I tell yon—all the othca arc wrong And yet this \vas 
the »m of the Pharisees 

To his enemies at any rate, it must have seemed that 
Paracelsus suffered from the tame Pharisaical disease. He 
remamed a Catholic to the end of his days, and yet he wrote 

Faith m God and m His Son Jesus Chnst is enough 
No worship of Saints is needed for our *al%ation. Our fasts 
our masses, our vigils mumbling of scraps of Lahn, candle 
burning spnnliing of holy water and all the rest of it lead 
to nothing and arc useless God requires of us our hearts, not 
ccrcmomca If ^^’e seek God we must go forth, for in the 
Church \ft. find Him not * 

That sounds more Iflcc early QuaXensm than the Catholicism 
of Rome, but the Soacty of Fnends tvas not established until 
1649, more than a century later And just as George Fox and 
the early Qpaken arous^ the fury of the orthexiox, so the 
preaching of Paracelsus scctlcss alone, with no disciples 
roused the fury of the pnests He wrote 

\Vhat saves us is the mercy of God who forgives us our 
sms Love and faith arc one, for love comes through faith 
and true Christianity is revealed m love and in the works of 
love 

And m his Hospital (Infirmary) Book he had declared 

I 

The foundation of Medicine is Love 

In these days he moved swifUy from village to village, os 
one driven on by the Voice of God saying Prtack tfu W'ordl 
—and by the fury of the pnests. So fierce did their resentment 
become that before long the common people were afraid to 
givchimacrustofbrcadorabowlofmilk The priests poisoned 
their mmds ' 

The man has a devil I * 
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“He IS a sorcerer.” 

“He heals the sick by the power of Satan ” 

“Your cattle will die if he sleeps' under your roof.” 

“His preaching is heresy, and his medicines are poison ” 
“Those who give him food and drink wall be snatched away 
by Beelzebub.” 

“If he appears again in your midst stone him'” 

The effect of all this was unbelievable. Even those whom he 
had healed and who knew him well, including those like- 
minded friends, the amia el sodales^ with whom he had sat at 
the Lord’s Table for Communion in the village of Rogenhalm, 
close to Buhler, near Gais, were cowed by the tlireatcnmg fury 
of the priest-crew, while others, to whom he was a stranger, 
beheved every word and acted accordingly. 

“Get out, you son of Satan*” they screamed “We know 
who you are a devil disguised as a doctor' Take yourself off, 
and the Curse of God be upon you * ” 

■There was no sense in being stoned, and perhaps killed, by 
a pack of ignorant priest-maddened louts And so, early in 
tlie spring of, we suppose, 1533, he fled from the Swiss 
Confederation, hounded by the Church, spat upon by the 
frightened villagers, looked at askant and avoided even by 
those who, but a year or two before, had said “Doctor, you 
have saved my hfe.” 

And now the route of his journeyings is more confused than 
ever. It is known that on December 17, 1533, the Abbot of 
Samt Gallen paid Doctor Theophrastus four and a half gulden 
for the treatment of a certain Doctor Johannes Hess, a 
cathedral-preacher But any attempt to follow his wandenngs 
is like a game of snakes-and-ladders, for, m the second half of 
1533, Paracelsus seems to have made his way towards tlie 
Eastern Alps, along the hmestone gorge of the river Ill. His 
body trudged along the upper valley of the Inn, but his spirit 
leaped and floated high above an ocean of pearly vapour 
enshrouding the enoimous humped shoulders, glacier-clamped 
saddlebacks, and rifted snowcaps of the mountains His imnd, 
working in the bowels of creative penetration, was altogether 
wrapped m thought concermng his Chirurgia Magna, the great 
book on the New Surgery upon which he was working at the 
time. 
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And SO at last, he came to Innsbruck, where he at once 
applied to the burgomaster for permission to practise as a 
physiciatL 

The burgomaster snorted aloud when Theophrastus 
appeared before him. He looked him slowly up and down and 
his contemptuous eyes seemed to tear still larger rents in that 
stained and tatter^ cloak. His frown seemed to rip away 
the soiled and crumpled shut, the frayed arid fiidcd doublet, 
the ^v^nklcd, holed and thorn tom hose, the worn-out shoes, 
split, stuffed wnth moss, and tied with twine. 

\Vhat ivas it you said you wanted? 

Permission to practise as a doctor 

A dociOT —m rags? 

"WTiat arc clothes but the outer covering of a m^n? ' 

'Taht —the outer covering of a rogue and a vagabond 
Doctor Indeed I 1 never heard such a talc! What next? 

Muter BurgomaftCTf I am not accustomed to be spoken to 
in this manner My name ir Philip Aureolas Theophrastus 
Bombast von Hohcnheim, otherwise known as Paracelsus, 
Doctor of Both Medicines 

Ho-ho-ho 1 Kmg of the Tramps and Pnnee of Pilfcrcn, 
eh? Listen, my man you vc a glib tongue m your head 
and plenty of impudence, but you can t pass yourself 
off as a Doctor of Medicmc m ths town. We re not all 
daft. Now be off ivith you—vc wasted enough of my 
tune! 

Bitterly affitmted, Paracdsus turned away ‘No doubt he 
loolcM like a battered and weatherbeaten scarecrow and 
perhaps his miserable attire redeed of stale sweat, woodsmoke, 
sour milk checsc-nnds, mountain sage and jumper 

Because I did not appear m the garnishing of the doctors, 
I was despatched ivith contempt and forced to dear ouL 
The burgomaster of Innsbruck was used to doctors clad in 
silken robes at the courts of pnnees, not m shabby rags 
grilled by the sun. 

Thus he wrote in his Book of the Plague first published m 
' Strassburg m 1576 thirty five yean after his death. 

There was nothing to be done but hump his pick containing 
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his few remaining medicines, his manuscnpts, and'^ome other 
odds and ends, and push on ' 

The Alps themselves towered up all around him, like so 
many plant Burgomasters tlie Brandjoch, the Satelspitzen, > 
the Hottmger Bild each one shouting 
‘‘K DOCTOR IN ' 

And the scorn of those words seemed to hite-in and burn 
and corrode hke Vitriohc Acid. In the town of Innsbruck he 
heard that tlie plague was raging in Stertzmg, and he said to 
himself “That is where I wiU go There, at any rate, they 
will welcome my advice and skill, for I have made a study of 
the plague and know how to cure it ” 

He therefore made his way through the Brenner Sattel to 
Stertzmg Sun-glare on glacier-pohshed rocks the bleat of a 
goat vast shadows snowy peaks . . . 

“Stertzmg^ They have the plague there Best to keep away. 
A doctor^ You need a new pair of boots, don’t you?” 

But Paracelsus trudged on The dead-cart rumbhng out of 
the town black crosses daubed on the doors of houses a 
pnest hmiymg down the street . . 

, “What do you want, my man^ We have the plague here 
you’d better contmue on your way as qmckly as possible God 
keep you ” 

At last he managed to see the burgomaster and magistrates 
m the Town Hall They were not msolent, but were quite 
, unconvmced when he declared that he was Doctor Paracelsus 
and able to cure the plague In fact, they were not interested 
They had too much to do to listen to this queer travel-stamed 
creature who was probably half-witted anyhow. 

“Now, my good man,' we’ve heard what you have to say, 
and if you have any sense you will push on, wherever it is you 
,are going, without saying you’ve passed through Stertzmg ” 
“I thank you. Mister Burgomaster, and all you kind gende- 
men I know you think I am mad, but we shall See ” And 
with that he withdrew and went into the town to look for a 
lodging 

Stertzmg m the high summer of 1534 vomiting headaches 
,giddiness sweatmg pains in the stomach, back, and hmbs 
sleeplessness apathy frenzied delirium eyes red tongue 
swollen and furred Constipation followed by violent diarrhosa. 
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The patient cxhauitcd, dazed and stupid, lurching and 
staggcnng like a drunken man slow and thick m jpccchu And 
then—sv.’clhngs inflamed lumps in the grom that break open 
and ooze forth evil smclhng pm Great scabs apd festers, 
purple blotches on the skm—sudden collapse—coma— 
death 

And cvc^>'^vherc the plague-stench the sv-ift darting fear, 
groans cncs, mumbled praters And behind it all the slow 
tolling of the death bell Someone chalking the words God 
baoi mtrtj upm us , over the door And the axle-creak of the 
dead-cart coming over the hill 

Bring out >our dcadl—God help us all I—Bring out your 
dead! 

Sometimes, when Theophrastus knocked at a door, the 
people maried Go away Wc don t \vant you You re no 
doctor But sometimes they said *\Vhoisit—the Old Ragged 
Fellow who pretends he s a doctor? Let him m, he i harmless 
enough. P r aps hu quack medianes might help—the real 
doctors can t do anythmg 

Then he \vould send everyone from the sick room and 
examine the plaguc-stnckcn fufTercr Alter that, he took a 
speamen of the patient s excreta. Then, taking a needle, he 
^s^ould lift upon its point the rraallcst speck of that infected 
cxcrctal matter This speck, so mmute as to puzzle the eye to 
sec It, he now placed in a small pellet made of bread-sop 
and this he rolled Into a ball or pill Finally he administer^ 
the bread pill to the patient, making sure that it was sivalloivod 
Thus Pla^c cured Plague the Disease was the Cure, when 
properly prepared and reduced to an mfimtcnraal dose. 

In tlus Paracclsian plague-cure wc seem to recognise 
something of our modern methods of moculation and immumsa 
tion But this ivas very different, and much more subtle. He did 
not isolate a Plague spint, or serwny and then inject it iqto the 
bloodstream. He took care to administer the particular Plague 
spmt of the patient through the digestive system, so that it was 
gradually and by the body s own alchemy absorbed into the 
Jlxadus the mtenor spirit—or -vital principle—of the whole 
corporeal mechanism \ 

How shall wc come to undcisLmd this Paraci“lsinn mcdicme? 
For outwardly the Hindus gcncrata health, but mwardly 
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disease, owing to the many poisons produced m this ethereal 
substance by the wayward Imagination of Man. Thus, 
according to the Paracelsian doctnne, certain fears, strivings, 
desires, “produce Arsenic, and it is the resolution of Arsepic 
m the body that causes Plague.” > 

As, one after the other, many of his plague-patients recovered, 
you rmght imagine that the burgomaster, magistrates, and 
doctors of Stertzmg would have sent for Paracelsus and granted 
him peinussion to act with some authonty, and, perhaps, even, 
have said “Thaiik you”'^ Not a bit of it. They ignored him, 
and avoided him The priests did the same 

He stayed m Stertzmg for some time, until the plague began 
to abate. It seems certain that the efforts of Paracelsus, 
particularly m the sphere of hygiene, did a great deal to lessen 
the scourge. But, m the end, it was the story of the Pied Piper 
of Hamehn all over again There was not a sign of gratitude 
towards the stranger who, with such faith, courage, and skill 
had done so much to help the stricken town On the contrary, 
as soon as the dread disease began to die down, the “old~^ 
magician” was actually asked to leave, and he departed, it 
seems, without payment and without thanks. Perhaps, during 
his plague-service, he had, as usual, been too outspoken^ 
That would be natural enough, considermg the way he was 
received m the first place by the burgomaster and the city 
officials. 

We know that the ignorance and helplessness of the local 
physicians, made him spit on the very name of "doctor”. 
Fortunately, in his loneliness and misery, he had made two 
fiiends m Stert7ing, Kemer and Max Poschmger, who gave 
him a helpmg hand m his hour of need With one of the 
Poschmgers he proceeded to Meran, where he found "new 
happmess and honour”. He wrote several tracts on the plague 
from his recent first-hand expenences m particular Ein 
Buechlein von der Pestilenz an die Stadt Stertzingen (bemg Letters 
about the Pest addressed to the Town of Stertzmg), to which 
he appended notes on the treatment of the disease and a 
number of prescriptions and recipes This small book m four 
sections was presented to * " The Burgomaster and Magistrates of 
Stertzingen^ by 1 heophrastus von Hohenheim^ professor of the Holy' 
Scriptures and Doctor of Both Medianes ” 
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These worthies barely troubled to tbinL him for it, and 
clearly thought nothing of It. It* no use, he must have said 
to himself if I heal the sick, they hate me—whether I am 
well-dressed or m rags I muit gKc up doctoring, and find 
tome quiet place to ^vntc my CJimirgia Magna, For, despite 
everything, I do not mcend to be defeated by the Ignonint 
Whippcnnappcn 1 


CHAPTER XXX 


ICED SUNLIGHT 

I here it is again the old weather-beaten, fur-trimmcd 
cap still worn a-jaunty . . lost as it bobs out of sight over 
the Penser Pass, going eastwards towards the barren labynnth 
of the Thauren mountains 

^Yhat happened to Poschingcr we do not know Theophrastus 
seems to have pushed on alone, his mind still wntmgthe 
Chinijgia Magna as he toiled on past the thundering Avatcrfalls 
of the Krimmlcrthaucrn. Lost to the world ... in the ravines 
of the Hohenthauern, skirting the Avild and fissured end of the 
Bockker Glacier, crossing the saddleback betAveen the Bernkogcl 
and the Slatmkopf, then slipping and slidmg over tracts of 
debris and snow . . . 

We catch a glimpse ever and again of an almost bald Bombast 
leading a tliraAvn Theophrastus-'from frost-bound grotto to 
frozen summit Iced sunlight. Quartz-crystal cold. There Avas 
healing Balsam in these altitudes restoration renovation 
recovery' The whole age-stricken corpus cased m an invisible 
ice-box. Split sunshine dancing upon scintillating ice-needles 

The eyes of the “old magician” (noAV aged 41), peering out 
of chasm-deep sockets, flashed from spur to peak and back 
again, keen as tlie unhooded hunting-glance of a tassel-hawk 
with bells The blood began to sing a new song in the tmghng 
ice-packed air. The wnnklcd mask of a melancholy ancient 
that had wrecked the sucking-pig smoothness of the’ once 
boyish-faced Bombast, began to change, was less lined, less 
mournfully engraved, less grimly cadaverous 

But he had not taken to the mountains in order to find the ' 
restorative arcana of Ice and Fire, nor to regain the Radical 
Moisture of the First Entity He Avent to get away from 
burgomasters and town councils, from pestering pnests, praters, 
and parsimomous pngs, that he might gather the words of, 
the Chirurgia Magna m silence and sohtude, and wnte them 
down 

Ghmbmg writing chmbing again Writing in caves and 
fissures of the rocks, m the lee of hurdled sheep-pens,' in 
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farmhouse fatchcns, lofts, and byres At one time tcribbling 
quickl> 

*'Takc 3 lbs of Antimony and as much of Sal Gmmae 
Disdl them together m a retort for three natural da>’s and 
^•ou \vni hav^c a red oil i\hich has incredible healing poww In 
eases of incurable wounds 

Or again, m a 8lofi\‘cr hand, after much deliberation 

For unless there be Separation m the greater world 
(\fafroctJim), there can be no metal, and unless there be 
Separation m the smaller world thatis,lhei\fifT0f£ixr7WU, which 
a Man, there can be neither health nor disease, but only an 
equable and perpetual disposition of all tilings 

Not that the twentieth century fa lil^d) to understand this 
Separation, which has nothing to do with Man s separation of 
the elements—as in tlie bombardment of Nitrogen \viUi 
Alpha particles, or the more advanced Uramum 235 pile — 
but ^vllh the Fundamental Positr.'c Negative Separation 
accomplished m the b<^anlng by God 1 Word 
And now m the brood \allc> of the Vallcllmc, having 
noticed that the people hereabouts were free from gout^ 
diseases, Theophrastus halted for a time to examine the mmcral 
spnngs. At Saint Montz, m the Upper Engadinc, he anal>'scd 
the and water of its famous spring and recorded its medicinal 
value In his notes Von dm naUurUchtn ircjirni, dealing with 
tnatural thermal waters. 

His work in this direction and mdeed many ofhfa observa 
dons, experiments and di3Covcrics.in the field of chemistry and 
physics—zme and tine ointment calomel, chloride and sulphate 
of mcrcurv flower of sulphur the uses of bismuth, the nature 
of aRnlu of various lands, meteors, magnets the correct use 
of the word magnetism etc —arc acknowledged as valupblc 
Our modem saentists have picked out the bits ahd scraps of 
his chemistry and metallurgy and have murmured MagniO 
cent groping 1 But across the whole of his Luminous Alchemy 
—his HiosUt his Ens astraUf his QpmUssmee, Afumio, Magnts 
nncTOCcsm etc,—upon which bis chemistry and metallurgy arc 
based, they have ignorantly scribbled the words Magical 
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rubbish!” Thus, they pat Paracelsus patronisingly on the 
back for his practical chemistry^ but pooh-pooh Paracelsus the- 
Profbund They can sec a strip of zinc witli their mortal eyes, 
and theicfore they believe m zinc, but the ^em nephidei, the 
elemental spiiits that give men occult powers, they cannot see, 
and so tliey not only deny their existence, but, on that account, 
lack the occult power to deal with Philosophic Zinc -which is 
" not tlie visible element , atomic weight 65.37, but its 
Elmeniim, its Corpus invisibilc, its Ens primus. 

Thus they arc unable to change the polarity of a lump of 
zinc by the power of Imagination alone, and therefore modern 
chemistry is, as yet, little more than schoolboy “Stinks” 
and what a stink they have made of our civilisation' being 
bhnkered and blinded by the mental concept of Matter as 
something real m itself’ 

Well, never mind Let us return to natural tlicnnal springs, 
and pretend that tlicir medicinal value lies, not in the Light 
of the Stars tiansmutcd by the Spint of Man, but m carbonic 
acid, magnesia, sulphurated hydrogen, carbonate of iron, etc 
a stupid and dangerous notion, since it mistakes the medtetne 
for the Healing Power 

Natural iccd-sunlight treatment at high altitudes had done 
the “old magician” a world of good, spiritually, mentally, 
physically And noiv, wandering further through tlic canton of 
Gnsons, and along the upper valley of the Rhine, he came to 
Ragatz, in tlic canton of Saint Gallon, sometime dunng die 
summer of 1535 Bad Pfaffers is a mile and a half away, and 
m the August of diat year, Johann Jakob Russmger, abbot of 
Pfaffers, being very ill, sent for Paracelsus, inviting him to stay 
at the Benedictine monastery, founded a d 724. 

Here he was graciously received, and here he had time to 
examine yet another mineral spring of great healing power, 
about which he wrote a small treatise dedicated to the worthy 
abbot, entided Concerning the Pfaffers Bath situated in Upper 
Switzerland, its virtues, powers, and effects, its source and derivation, 
its management and regulation by the most learned Doctor Theo¬ 
phrastus Paracelsus, pubhshed at Zurich the following year, at 
the abbot’s suggestion 

He was still at work upon The Greater Surgery, and anxious to ^ 
finish it This he could have done m the peace and quiet of the 
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monastery but, iac must tuppotc, the old restlessness came 
upon him The Abbot Russmger had been restored to health 
thanks to the Paracclsian treatment and now Bombast 
tramped olT do\'.'n the mountain road towards Wirtcmbcrg 
Once again he look to the hills and at the end of 1535, 
gathered together the manuscript of the Chirvrgia Magna and 
made his way to Ulm on the Danube in search of a pnnicr 



CHAPTER XXXI 


THE MONARGHIA OF MElHCINE IS HIS 

Hans VarnieRj THE’pnnter of Ulm, bhiiked and beamed' 
“Yes, Doctor von Hohenheim, I will certainly pnnt your 
Chirurgia Magna A remarkable book, I feel sure We will ■ 
begin settmg it up in t)^e at once ” 

Here was good luck at last His Great Surgery Book was 
to be printed without delay. That would make the Nuremberg 
numskulls goggle at each other like so many boiled owls As 
for the Medical Faculty of Leipzig they would soon be 
foaming at the mouth wutli uncontrollable rage' 

Alas, when the printed sheets came up from Varmer’s 
press, they were a mass of errors The proof-corrections had 
not been caiiled out. Bombast was furious. 

“This won’t do' Look at this page and ihis and this 
“One or two typographical mistakes here and there,” said 
Varnier. 

“One or two-* The book is a hopeless jumble of rubbish'” 
“Oh, come, Doctor, it’s not as bad as all that. It’s a hard 
book for any typesetter to follow ” 

“ The manuscript was clear enough All the typesetter had ^ 
to do was to follow carefully what was wntten ” 

“I adimt there may be one or two errors m spelhng ” 
“Spelling^ I tell you whole sentences mean nothing at all!” 
“Oh, I think you exaggerate, Doctor ” 

“Dammit, man' I suppose I know the meamng of what 
I have written? This is not The Greater Surgety, but the Greatest 
Nonsense' I cannot allow you to pubhsh it in this state ” j 
With that he gathered up his manusenpt, turned his back on 
Varmer, and stalked out of the place m a rip-roanng temper. 

He journeyed at once to Augsburg, and arranged 'with 
Heinnch Steiner for the book to be printed This time 
Theophrastus took particular care to make it perfect dictating 
the manuscript to an assistant, and personally supervising,the 
proof-correctmg The book was dedicated to The Most Mighty 
and August Pnnee and Lord, Ferdinand, King of Rome and Archduke 
of Austria And the title ran as follows 
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TEE MOKAROHIA OF MEDICINE It Hit SOQ 

Conccmmg the Greater SiU|^ci/ the first volume, by the 
instructed and attested doctor of both medicines Parac^sus 
Of all ^vomlds by stabbing thootmg burning bite, bone- 
brcflVing and all that surgery includes, with the cure and 
understanding of all acadenti present or to come, pomted 
out without errors Concerning the discoveries of both the 
old and the new sacncc, nothing omitted* 

Conccmmg the Greater Surgery, the second volume, by 
the instructed and attested doctor of both medicmcs, 
Paracelsus Of open sores and hurts their cause and core, 
according to proved cxpencncc without error and further 
experiment. 

The firi^ volume ivas lUostratcd by a half page woodcut, 
showing two "Wounded Knights before the vaulted gateway of 
a pilastercd courtyard. One bes near the steps of the gateway 
with a wound m his hand, his body plcrcfed by a short sword, 
the pomt of which sticks out of his back. The other Knight sits 
on a log of wood, bareheaded; great gaping wounds lii his nght 
shoulder and thigh wounds from stabbmg m his breast, both 
hands lopped off and blood pounng fium the stumps On the 
ground m frt^nt of him he his severed hands a plumed helmet, 
and a longsword 

The ivoodcut of the Second volume shows a Sick Man, his 
left thigh smothered with ulcere and a D6ctor standing close 
by rubbing a salve mto the sores with a spatula. To the left 
stands a Barber m an attitude of elegant unconcern, his left 
foot resting on a stool and a plaster spread out on his knee, 
obviously thinking himself of greater importance than anyone 
else. 

And while all this was being designed, engraved, set up 
made ready, proofed, corrected, and prmted the wretch^ 
"VaiTucr—all unbeknown to Paracelsus—went on with his 
faulty edition and published it ' 

On the reverse side of the title page of the Augsburg edition, 
Paracelsus therefore took care to address the Reader m a 
Preface, explaining the unfortunate Ulm bungle, disowning 
Varmers ^Gon, and ^sl^ng the Reader td use only the 
Augsburg version, approved corrected and amended by the 
author 
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On July 28 j 1536, the first volume of the Chirurgia Magna 
was off the press, and on August 22 the second volume also 
Before the end of that year the whole of the Augsburg edition 
was sold out, and a new edition appeared at the begmmng of 
1537. The book was, m fact, a roaring success the only book 
by Paracelsus that brought him fame dunng his lifetime. Its 
renown soared at rocket-speed far beyond his wildest hopes. 
It not only restored him to the almost fabulous position he 
had enjoyed m Basle some mne years before, but lifted his 
reputation to greater heights. 

“Bombast'” he must have shouted within lus innennost 
bemg, ‘ ‘ we have done it not once, but again' We have climbed 
back to the stauy Empyrean'” (And we note, in passing, that 
Browmng, in his poetic ngmarole, never even mentions this 
Paracelsian resurrection this astounding come-back.) “Theo¬ 
phrastus ' ” came the bull-bellowing voice of Bombast m reply, 
“at one blow we have blotted out our enemies, and the 
Monarchia of Medicine is ours' Let the Anstotehan Swarm 
pick the bones out of that' ” 

And this was no mere flourish. From Augsburg to Antioch, 
across the Seven Seas and back agam, the name of Paracelsus 
rang out like a long-drawn blast from half a hundred trumpets 
blown from the ramparts of Xyphalon. 

Even the doctors of Basle were forced to acknowledge the 
supremacy 

“Have you read his Chirurgia Magnal^^ 

“Yes, it’s 

“A masterpiece'” 

“Without question ” 

“And yet we called Inm a ‘drunken charlatan’?” 

“True, but I hke to think it was Basle that gave him his 
first professorship ” 

“Well, I hate to think that we hounded him out of the 
city ” 

“Oh, that lampoon^ A httle bit too thin-skinned about it 
Such men often are Couldn’t take it as a joke But that was 
years ago He’s big enough to have forgotten al) that by now.’* 

“How we hated him'” 

“Great men are always hated.” 

“By little men who know nothing.” 
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Not only did the Chiivfgia Magna restore hu fame it brought 
him money He was no longer down and out« He had %vnttcn 

All thmgs ore hidden wtlim all things One of tlicm is 
their Concealer, and at the same time their Body and 
Vehicle, external visible and mos’able. All things arc 
revealed \snthin tins Vehicle, for U Is a corponfied Spirit 
but the Spmt has no name 

The present moment ^^*as a gUttenng diadem, star studded 
set wth suns and moons This nc\v and dorzlmg success 
engulfed all else m a sea of darkness All things arc hidden 
witlun all tilings but their Concealer concealed in silence and 
darkness the unborn ^vhlspcr m the hearts of men 
What \%’as that whuper concealed m the daH. corridors of 
\s*ordlcss impulse— murder? 

In the blinding dawn-flash of his nesv day, Bombast heard 
no sound cxcq)t the ssTirds of praise Mars elloxis Paracelsus 1 
Did he see star indexed on the Zodiac WTicel, the Signs 
foretelling bis oivn death within the space of G\c yean? We 
know he ^s'as making certain astrological calculations for hu 
I^tdictions Jot 24 Years to Come It would be astonislung if he 
had not long since \N‘orked out his mvn horoscope. In it he 
would find Violent Death clearly indicated Perhaps m the 
year 1536 he knc^v that he had no more than five years before 
him, and mto those five )cars determined to pack a whole 
hfclimc of work—a Final Flourish to his Signature before the 
pen fell or tvas struck from his fingcn 
Already he had begun writing notes for the Astronomxa Magna^ 
kno^vn also as iY\zJ*hilosopha Sagax of much greater importance 
than the Surgery Book mfact the greaten of all his great mass 
of vmtten and dictated works, for it deals with the foundations 
of Magick as an Art and a Saencc. 

Everytlung was going well He was elated His heart sang 
The glorious sun of tummer s heyday blazed all through July 
and August 1536 like a brazen Ixiwl in a brassfoundcr’i 
furnace Not a cloud cast a shadow across his path Day and 
mght danced a fandango Time turned a celestial cartwheel 
through Space—and Space leapt like a Bohemian tumbler 
through the hoop of Time. 



212 THE life and soul OF PARACELSUS 

Each day was crammed with work One thing and another 
from mormng to night Printer’s ink and Water of Eyebnght. 
Wet proof-sheets just up from the press, Calamine and Gum 
Arabic for makmg a bolus, quickly scribbled prescnptions 
Calcined Copper, Water of Saint John’s Wort, Plantain Water, 
and Sour Wme for worms Medicines and manusenpts, tinc¬ 
tures and title-pages Doors openmg and shutting, people 
commg in and gomg out 

“DoctorTheophrastus, could you spare mefiveminutes ” 

“Ah, my dear Doctor, I wonder if I might ask you 
“You probably don’t remember me. Doctor von Hohen- 
hcim ^ ” 

Fantastic turn of the Wheel of Fortune from mglonous 
obhvion to illustrious renown’ Never a moment to himself. 
The penalty for popularity Where is that forgotten man, that 
gaunt scarecrow toiling over the mountain passes^ He had time 
to think and work when he was a discarded nobody, a wander¬ 
ing, out-at-elbows “quack”, spumed and despised And 
perhaps, m a quiet moment, he heard the holus-bolus hulla¬ 
baloo of the boys coming out of Bergschule^ 

Bergschule^ He was back again day-dreaming at his desk, 
with the quiet undertone of his father’s voice lecturing on 
metals and ores, doing his best to train a gangjof liigh-spinted 
youngsters to become overseers and metallurgical chermsts for 
the mming undertakings of the Fuggers of Augsburg That 
was thirty-four years ago He must go and see his old father at 
ViUach as soon as he could spare the time, he told himself 
“Well, how’s the Surgery Book goin^, Master Sterner^” 
“Selhng like hot meat-pies at Frankfurt fair, Doctor Only 
a, few copies left, and the second edition will be off the press 
,befoie long We ought to follow up at once have you another 
book on hand^” 

“I have'a dozen books on hand, but mostly in my head a 
whole Umverse of Ideas and a mass df not^s that will one day 
make a veritable Library of Alexandria ” 

“Nothmg finished'”’ 

“Only one small tract entitled Prognosticatioti zukuenfhger 
Geschichten auf 24 Jdhre ” 

And so, during that same August, his Predictions for 24 Tears 
to Coim, dedicated to the Emperor Ferdinand, and illustrated 
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With a number of woodcuts was printed and published by 
Sterner of Augsburg The first woodcut shows a Scholar sitting 
at a desk, with one hand pointmg to the iky and the other 
holding a globe of the world The sun is streaming through the 
open window, and a sprinkle of stars also Another woodcut 
depicts a One-eyed Man very splendidly dressed Heistrllmg 
his beads with a nng on one finger His body is bound by 
fetters, and he seems to have smashed his skull on the handle- 
knob of—yc 31 — Azoth^ Bombast s famous longsword Clearly 
he u the Orthodox Phynnan with his one-eyed notions 
bound by the fetters of traxhuou and long-established authority 
so that he cannot move. And his skull has been spht open by 
Azolh —representing the Super-celestial Logic of the Paracclnan 
tearhing—which has shattered his shallow pate and spflied 
what httlc sense it may have contninrd k 

Another woodcut, m this strange Old Aureole s Almanack, 
shows the Head of a Chfld growing out of the ground like a 
cactus-plant The Child is lookmg at a heap of books and 
mauusenpts and three words are coming from the Child s 
mouth Tbe Child is asking ^ Whai an thtse? and theginnted 
prophecy explains 

Some twenty years after I am dead, both Young and 
Old will know what my knowledge was, kl though at present 
it suffers discredit Truth will then bring to light its Work 
ail False Medicine will be destroyed and wilb it all other 
stupidity, and men will find m my wntmgs all the Haling 
Power of the Earth and the Heavens 

Twenty years? Was he not already acknowledged? Look 
how they come flocking round hnn! But Theophrastus knew 
that this was only because they were HTr7led like nioths that 
flutter and dash m firantic circles round a candle-flamc. They 
did not attempt to put into practice the Paraeddnn teaching 
they merely proclaimed how wonderful he was Ncverthcl^ 
if we know our Bombast anght, he must have been over)oyed, 
not only at his present restoration to fame, but at the sight of 
hii books muing from the press at Augsburg 
Books? Antiprassus Siloraniii tells us that Paracelsus wrote 
35 books on Mcdicmc, 235 on Philosophy 12 on Pohuci, 
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7 on Mathematics^ and 66 on Necromancy. That makes 355 all 
told* Quite apart from tlie statement that he was “always 
drunk” (though “always lucid”), we must bear in mind that 
he was engaged in literary labours for no more than 15 years, 
and that most of his writings were dictated to his disciples 
He did not write a great deal himself It is clear that Siloranus 
included all tlie books and papers that were put into circulation 
from time to time by tins or that printer, and attributed to 
Paracelsus by those who ought to have known better For, as 
already pomted out, there is no mistaking the style of his 
wnting It is always short and sharp, never long-winded or' 
involved Each word is hurled to its mark with catapult-force 
There is never anything of- the modern Germanic amphi¬ 
bological word-play and pseudo-scientific prosopopata 

And yet, when all the non-Paracelsian writings have been 
sorted out and thrown aside, there still remains a most formid¬ 
able catalogue of the autographs of Theophrastus together 
with tlie ongmal manuscripts taken down by his disciples 
This revised hst gives a total of 106 books, classified as follows 
50 on Medicine, 7 on Alchemy, 9 on Natural History and 
Philosophy, 26 on Magick, and 14 on Vanous Writings 

We must take a deep breath if we are to consider even a 
small span of the vast range of subjects covered Here, for 
example, are a few a very few of the titles of some of the 

authentic Paracelsian books 

/ 

The Book of the Generation of Man Of the Ongin of Stones in 
the Bladder Collection of Notes on the Plague On Gout Diseases 
' caused by Astral Infiuences Concerning the Nature of Things The ' 
Virtues of Plants The Generation of Metals Dreams The State 
of the Blood after Death The Medicinal Philosophic Stone On 
Contracted and Paralysed Members A Book Concerning Long Life 
Souls of Men appearing after Death Diagnostics from JJnne 'and 
Pulse Devils and Obsessions On the cause^ Origin, and^ Cure of 
Nervous Diseases and Epilepsy. On Imagination The Eye its 
Anatomy and Diseases The Divine Works and Secrets of Nature 
On Displacements of the Uterus On Meteors On Diseases causing 
Insanity Concerning the Transmutation of Metals Diseases in' 
Mountainous Regions The Tincture of the Philosophers, etc etc. etc. 

Enough to make anyone giddy' Yet these form but a fraction 
of his written and dictated works. Only,two or three were 
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pnnlcd dunng his lifetime, but m one icnsc at least his prcdic 
tion wTis fulfilled T\s’cnt> yean after hli death, most of his 
book* were published and, m the follmving )cars, many that 
be never \vTote—mere rubbish, the olf-scounDgs of alchemical 
nonsense s^^cpt together by catchpcnn> scnbblcrs and learned 
know nothings—v.crc foisted upon the public under his name. 

Thus,Truth brought to light his Work, dimmed and confused 
ENxn the authentic NN'orks ^^e^c hopclessl> jumbled and pied 
After hij death his lo-callcd disaplcs, such as Adam \’on 
Bodenstan, Gerhard Dorn, Leonhard Thumeyssen, and othen, 
made such an unholy mess of the manusenpts, and sent them 
to tlic pnntcn in such a state of chaos—p'vgcs missed out, 
sections \sTongly placed, chapters from one book included in 
another—that it is little i^-ondcr K G Neumann says No 
one can take up a book b> Theophrastus wthout becoming 
convinced that the man \%*as insane. Not that Neumann svould 
have understood more than a few tvortis, had the pages been 
put together m good order 

As for False Jvlcdicmc, his prognostication fell wdc of the 
mark by ccntuncs It is quite certain that, if Bombast reap, 
peared upon tbc earth m these da)*s, he Nvould declare that 
It had not been destroyed , but nourishes >vilh all other 
stupidity like the Upas Tree reeking in its own poisonous 
atmosphere. 
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‘ CHAPTER XXXII 

CHEATING THE GRAVEDIGGER 

Violent death in his horoscope^ There was no time to 
worry about that Moreover, as he had written m his book 
Concerning the Nature of Hangs “The wise man can rule the 
Stars, and is not subject to them He can free himself from a 
malignant Planet and subj’ect himself to another better one.” 
Thus, even in Astrology, Paracelsus ran full tilt against the 
orthodox astrologers' V^iat a pity he did not free himself 
from the “mahgnant Planet” was it Mars^ that seems^to 
have ruled his fate, and subjected himself to another better one 
But why should a man change Stars in mid-space when 
everything is runmng smootlily, and Success shines upon him 
day by day? Learned men travelled across Europe to consult 
him Kings and pnnees were anxious to secure his services 
Gold filled his purse faster than at the moment of alchemical 
projection. Fame, Wealth, even Health for nothing restores 
the Radical Moisture of the body so quickly as the joy of 
achievement, i and here he was, tlie Crowned King of the 
Monarchia of Medicine, when the day before yesterday he 
was of less sigmficance than a dead fly on a windowsill 

Every dog has his day, but here was a dog with two days' 
It was like the early glory-burst at Basle, only niore so No 
wonder Bombast was as pleased with hfe as a dog with two 
tails' See how the Earth spins on the tip of his little finger' 
He is not a “Medical Luther” any more Theophrastus has, 
wiped the word ‘ ‘ Cacophrastus ” from the slate He is Paracelsus 
m his own right Everything is wonderful Sing' Shout' Dance 
a three-man jig' 

Everything wonderful yes But did you ever know Bombast 
to stay long m any one placed By the end of 1536 he was m 
Munich At the beginning of 1537 he had reached Eferdingen, 
near Lin7, on the shores of the Danube, where he visited 
Doctor Johann von Brandt, a finend of younger days whom he 
described “one of the much-expenenced knowers of the 
Philosophia Adepta, and a votary of the arts of Vulcan and 
Apollo”, a famous clenc and jurist Perhaps they talked all day 

I 216 
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and far into each night of Salt and Sophie Sulphur, of the 
QtTysosp€m or Seed of Gold that is in all metals, of the proper 
mcarung of The Fair Flower on the Mountain iet forth in 
the Gilded Book of Abribam the Jew, of the transfer of thought 
from one person to onothcr^-for Theophrastus had ivnttcn 
something on this matter in his notes for his new book 
Astjoiwmm Magna oder Du genizt Phxlosopha sagax <kr grosun und 
gUmtn Well 

By magical pmver a person on this nde of the ocean can 
make a person on the other side hear what he wishes to 
commumcatc. Thus a person m the East can converse wth 
another in the West, Just as the physical body can hear and 
imdcrstand the voice of another at a hundred paces so the 
ethereal body can hear the thoughts of another at a distance 
of a hundred miles or more ^Vhat may be accomplished by 
ordinary means m a month (such as the sending of m<*«nge8) 
can be done by this art m one day or one hour, or one 
minute. If you have a tube a mile long and you jpeak 
through It at one end, a person at the other end will hear 
what you say If the physical senses can do this, hmv much 
easier for the ethereal body, which is much more powerful 

Or the two adepts raav have talked of sohds passmg through 
loUds , about which Theophrastus had written m the same 
book 

Thmgs that ore done by physical means m the ordinary 
manner, may be done by invisible means m an extraordinary 
manner A lock can be opened with a key, a cut can be made 
with a sword, the body can be protected by a coat-of mail 
These thmgs may be done by visible means Yon can grasp 
a man with your hand without leavmg a hole m him, take 
a fish out of a tank without leaving a hole m the ^vatc^, or 
put something mto water and when you wthdraw your 
hand no hole will be left in the water By necromantic art a 
sohd body can be passed through or mto a solid body, and 
no hole will be left m doing so 

It was while Bombast was staying with von Brandt that a 
messenger arrived fitim the Hereditary Marshal of the 
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Kingdom of Bohemia, Johann von der Leipnih, who, being 
very ill, begged the Most Learned Doctor Theophrastus von 
Hohenheim to proceed without a moment’s delay to Castle 
Leipnik m the Moravian Kromau The messenger brought a 
lettei from the Marshal’s pnvate physician stressing the 
extreme urgency and descnbmg some of the symptoms, but,' 
as Bombast found later, so rmsreprcsenting the case as to be 
grossly misleading 

Knowing from bitter expenencc what to expect from wealthy 
patients what with the Marhgravc, Canon Cornelius 
(“Knowing-his-hfe’s-worth-best”) Liechtenfels, Castner, and 
others Theoplirastus might be forgiven if he hesitated m his 
response to tins appeal from tlie Hereditary Marshal of 
Bohemia He was sick and tired of insults and parsimonious 
patronage. Let the rich and the influential stew m tlieir oivn 
sour verjmce' He had enough to live on, now, from his books, 
so why should he run about after thcm^ But perhaps Doctor 
' von Brandt persuaded lum, saying “The Marshal is reputed 
to spend with an open hand, and is extremely well connected. 
It might lead you to the court of Ferdinand, King of Rome, 
Hungary and Bohemia, and Archduke of Austna, to whom you 
dedicated your Chinirgia Magna Not all rich men are grudging 
skinflints ” 

Success had provided Bombast with money, and so he was 
suitably equipped for" the journey with a good horse, saddle, 
ndmg gear, coat, mantle, hat, boots, and yes the famous 
spurs, in which he was supposed to go to bed A very different 
figure from the Old Ragged Felloiv tradgmg from village to 
village as “Professor of the^Holy Scriptures” without a penny 
to bless'himself with. 

When he set eyes upon the grey Marshal, he was horrified. 
For some long time the Marshal had been suffering from acute 
dropsy and partial paralysis It was a hopeless case. Had 
Paracelsus known the truth, he would not have made this 
journey He had never seen a case so obviously aggravated by 
medical ignorance and neglect The Marshal had been left so 
long without proper treatment that there was no chance of 
recovery His illness was due to “an irregular life”, but his 
present conditaon was the result of wrong diagnosis and 
treatment 
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Gan you do anything to help me, poctor? 

Not very much, I fear I will do what I can to ease the 
pam and give you some measure of tolerable existence. 

What he said to the house jihysician who had sent him that 
letter IS not recorded but it must have been vitnohc As 
-^ujual, I am sent for to clear up the mess made by vou orthodox 
medical men. This time, it i too late. You must thmt I am some 
binH of Dmne Being—hut even God Himself docs not stay 
the hand of Death when disease has been allowed to run its 
course year a^ler year Thanks to unheard-of n^lcct, yotir 
patient is covered with bed sores It s disgraceful I 

In spite of being able to do so httle to help the Hereditary 
Marshal, Paracelsus was provided ivith everything he could 
desire He was never houa^ so luxuriously His every want was 
attended to He was provided with sccrctancs and assistants. 
He had hii own laboratory so that he could go forward with 
his reicarches and experiments, and up to 1939 vUiton to 
XiOpnik 8 castle were shown a vaulted apartment known as 
Paracelsus s chemical kitchen 

The Hereditary Manhal begged him to stay, and to make 
the castle his home for the rest of his days Already after 
these few days, you have eased my pains, though you lay you 
«mnot core me. Settle here, dear Doctor Theophrastus Moke 
the castle your own. Garry out the iVork you have on hand. 
Write your books Be near at hand—do ivhat you can for me— 
and you shall have all that the acknowlwged Master of 
Fhilomagical Art can possibly desire. 

Bombast stayed at Castle Leipnlk fbr some Ume, The ups 
and downs of the Manhal s illness demanded special care and 
attention, and took much bme. Ncvcrthclas, he managed to 
finnh the third volume of the Surgery Book (dedicated to 
Doctor Johann von Brandt) concluded the first book of the 
PhdosophJX Sagax added further parts and began a fourth and 
wrote the Gdman edition of hia famous D^tnsxonts ttnd 
VerantworUmg w*gm Vinmgkmpjmg stmtr Misgoamir (Defence 
and Answer ropectmg some Misrepresentations made by his 
Enemies), all during hia stay at Kromau during the himmcr of 
1537 And besides these he also dictated to an amanu<“ntis the 
Lobyrinihas trrantutm (Labyrinth of the Wandering 

Physician) 
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All through these months he lived m the lap of luxury, but 
the old restlessness was creeping upon him. With one excuse 
or another he bade farewell to the Hereditary Marshal, but 
before leaving he wrote out a detailed diagnosis, including the 
symptoms of four internal and several external complaints 
from which the Marshal was suffering. To this he added 
directions as to what must be done not only to case these 
maladies, but also to maintain his strength and to hold m 
check the ravages of his several diseases. After that he made 
ready to leave for Vienna. 

Paracelsus probably meant to return to tlie castle at some 
later date, for he left a whole boxful of manuscripts and notes, 
some of which he had brought from Augsburg and Efcrdingcn 
As things turned out, he never set foot m the Moravian Kromau 
again. 

Journeying by way of the valley of the March, south-east 
from Brunn, he came at last to Pressburg (Bratislava), m the 
Kingdom of Hungary Here he rested, and here the City 
Council, including some of the medical fraternity, welcomed 
him ivith a banquet of honour “spread over two full tables” 
This was arranged by the City Recorder, Blasius Behan, and a 
note in the City Chamberlain’s account-book fixes the date as 
the Friday before Michaelmas, at the end of September 1537. 
Johann Batka, tlie City Architect, entered the items of this 
feast* “Fish, pastry, roast, ivine, rolls, groats, milk, eggs, 
vegetables, parsley, butter, fiuit, cheese Even the cook’s 
wage is duly recorded “24 pfennigs ” 

All the leading men of the city were present, and all had come 
to meet and greet the celebrated Doctor von Hohcnheim They 
jostled one another to be presented Bombast might have been 
Charlemagne the Great or the Sultan Saladin And no doubt 
he enjoyed it all Especially the wine Hearts were opened, 
tongues loosened Laughter and good fellowslup kicked over 
the traces of ceremonious formalities Always drunk, always 
lucid? Alas, there is no record of how ,the banquet went 
Alcohol, we know, sharpens the senses up to the point whine 
they topple headlong into the pit of befuddled stupidity. 
Perhaps Bombast was balanced, a htde unsteadily, upon the 
trapeze-wire that stretches across that gulf, so . that faces 
blurr’d and doubled, flagons swayed and swam curiously into 
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parsley butter, fruit, cheese, and fingers moved loo cauuotaly 
towards wineglasses that stood ghndng in inplicatc at distances 
inaccurately calculated Perhaps he taw someone at the second 
table get up and sbp out of the hall WTiy thouldn t he? There 
might be pressing need for luch a humed exit, A moment later 
another full glass of \vmc appeared before him as though from 
nowhere A little more drunk, a little less lucid, and he might 
not ha\ c taken it as he did and swallow cd it at a gulp It W’as 
a hca\7 red wine, thick w'lth some land of s>Tup as dark as a 
damson plum 

Almost imnicdiatcl> he knc\% The lingering taste told lum 
what It contained His mouth and throat went as dry as a 
Ume-kiln. His vision, already slight)) out of focus from the 
effects of alcohol, wus fogged His heart began to race. His 
temples throbbed He wuntcd to vomit, but could not ^ cs, 
he ^cw now what it was. 

He sprang to his feet, stone-cold sober clutchmg the table 
edge to steady himself He knew that paraJ)^, unconsciousnesj, 
and gradual stoppage of the heart and breathing w-ould foUovv 
Hu cars began to smg Human beings, chairs, tables were 
shilling blobs of bght and darkness. Ponic-^tnckcn people 
rushed towards him ^Vhat u tt. Doctor?—whats the 
matter? 

And we can hear hu hoarse, dry croak Stand awny there I 
Stand awa) 1 ” i 

He gnppcd hi5 longrs-ord, A^lhf and unscrewed the handle- 
knob Speechless, benumbed with fear, suddcnl) hushed m a 
caul of silence, the assembled big wigi of Pressburg watched 
him shake a pmch of dark powder—hu pncclcss Labdamim — 
from its hiding place in llic hilt and swallow one gram Then 
he stood siv;iying before that stunned assembly ^V^thm a few 
seconds evay^mg cleared. 

IVhat did he say—anything at all? No one knows But we 
seem to hear him saying slowly, with a bitter smile of tnuraph 
on his Iijjs So there was one of >’ou who hoped to see a 
gravedigger at ^vt)^k tomorrow? A doctor no doubt? I fancy 
he is no longer at our festive board? I congratulate him on hu 
knowledge of Poisons especially the active prmaplc of the 
juice of Deadly Nightshade Belladonna u ccrfunly a powerful 
killer when adminittcrcd |m a strong dose, but our nnlnown 



222 


THE LIFE AND SOUL OF PARACELSUS 


friend . God save his murderous soul' has yet something to 
leain from Theophrastus Bombast Paracelsus. And with that^ 
gentlemen, I wish you all a very good night, not forgetting to 
thank you for providing me with such a sumptuous banquet of 
honour ” 

Before anyone had time to recover his senses, Bombast was 
out of tlie hall and gSne 

True, some maintain that tins story of the poisoning is quite 
worthless no more than an old wives’ talc It may be so, but 
we -know that Paracelsus himself always took care to listen to 
such tales. 
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STRANGE HOMECOMING 

SviiTTEH \MTii A piliful jca1ou5>, thc rfoctoH of Vjcnna 
A\hcrc Paracelsus am\cd in ihc latlerpari of I337» took care to 
a\oid lum, Hu rtnessed rcncwTi w-as not to ihcir liking Here 
ngam all bnds of taJea and legends ha\e spun ihcmscKcs 
around hu stay In Vienna, He >ccim (o Iia\c aceomplnhcd a 
number of ns-cII paid curei, and to luivx spent the fees on thc 
hvish entertainment of I\u friends It ii said dial he squandered 
money right and left—a short life and a ga^ one' There ma> be 
notruihmil but it ssould not be out of character Itssouldnlc 
the medical fratemu> to see him hi\ing his fling and cnjcqang 
himself, and U v>-ould please Bombast to hear them muttenng 
WTiai cxtrav’agancc! WTat a spcndihnfl*—monc> pouts 
through hb fingen like ss-atcr! 

One thing we inow for certain that he nms graaousl) rc- 
caved m audience bj King Fctdinand I, not once, but twee 
That must has c nied the doetort ot \icnna almost as much n 
the ssidcsprcad reno\s-n In v.hich thc name of Paracelrus ssas 
jio>\ held The) must hasx bitten out Uiar tongues \MLh heart 
burning hatred At any rate they sscrc for thc lime bang, as 
sUent as longuclcsi men 

\\c have some hint of what linppcncd at Bombast i second 
visit to thc royal palace of thc Hilwburgs, and the liinl is 
enough to bring thc scene before us 

Doctor von Hohcnheim, 1 wish you to meet my court 
phyTidans and impart to them a knowledge and understanding 
of your teaching / 

Your Majesty, I am greatly honoured, but, nevertheless, 
beg y ou to excuse me from undertaking such a task,’ 

Oh come now, Doctor It will not be for nothing I havx 
already given instructions for one hundred gold pieces to be 
paid to you, and if you w^ "explain yxur art to my p'xlacc 
phy'sicums I w'ill sec that you arc handsomely rewarded over 
and above that sum 

Who was It promised one hundred gulden * knowing his 
life s worth best ? And now it was a promise of one hundred 
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gold-gulden Why was it always “one hundred”? Ferdinand’s 
words must have made the soul of Paracelsus wince. 

“Youi Majesty is most generous Atthc risk ofincurnng Your 
Majesty’s displeasure, and despite any seeming tardiness that 
might be mistaken for churlishness or even downnght rudeness 
on my pait, I do most humbly submit that it would be better 
not ” 

“But why, m Heaven’s namc^” 

“It IS well known, Your Majesty, tliat the court physicians, 
m common witli the orthodox medical profession as a whole, do 
not desire my knowledge as I, m turn, do not desire theirs.” 

“Humph' they speak very well of you In fact, they give you 
great praise ” 

“With their lips. Your Majesty” 

“Oh well, then, there’s nothing for it I’m soriy.” 

“As I am also. Your Majesty ” 

Gan you guess what happened^ Perhaps his refusal to in¬ 
struct the court physicians as Ferdinand desired turned the 
King against him Certainly his old enemies were at work again, 
even m the royal palace “ What' A hundred gold pieces for that 
puffed-up good-for-nothing to squander as he pleases^ ^’Ve’il 
see he never gets them'” He never did No, not a pfenmg “I 
have already given instructions for one hundred gold pieces to 
be paid to you ” Once again he "was cheated, this time not by a 
Gastner, a Markgrave, or a Canon, but by tlie King of Rome, 
Hungary, and Bohemia, and Archduke of Austna, the future 
Emperor and successor of Charles V. 

And now, as though the Nuremberg ban had followed him 
hke a Devil-sent demon, he found that no printer in aU Vienna 
would accept his manusenpts He had completed the final draft 
of his book on tartanc discciscs Das Buck vom Tartaro, das ut vom 
Urspmng des Sands und Steins (The Book of Tartarus, that is, of the 
Origin of Stones in the Bladder), and also The Labyrinth of the 
Wandering Physiaan, and Weis hoping to have tliem pnnted, 
together with his Defensiones But it was hopeless, and, in fact, 
the Labyrinth was not pubhshed until 1553, twelve years after 
his death, and then only in a botched-up and mangled version 

It IS known that he visited the hot sulphur springs of Baden, 
in the Wiener Wald, sixteen miles south o^ Vienna, and made 
an examination of the so-called gold-veins of Kahlenberg 
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In the^pTiDg of 1538 he left Vienna, once more a baffled and 
dttappomted man. 

A» for Fame and Fortune, he ‘couldn t cart less The world 
had gone suddenly flat All his high hope* hod ahnvcUed Did 
the sun stiU ihme, and the itai* itill sparkle? What of it? Why 
bother about anything? Even the Philosophers Stone ivas no 
more than a worthless pebble. But one desire itill smouldered 
to visit his old father Doctor Wilhelm, whom he had not seen 
for eleven years. 

And *0 he rode on via Semmenng, Murtal, Judenburg, 
Friesach, Bath Ein&d, in the direction of ViUoch How glad the 
old man would be to see him. Dunng the yean of his degrada 
tion, poverty, and rags, Thcophrastui had kept away from him. 
Doctor Wilhelin mutt ^vc heard of the events at Basle, and the 
cloud of iH repute that had gathered about his ton s name mutt 
have grieved him But noiv that both name and fame thonc 
with untarnished brilhancc, brighter tlnn before (despite hu 
present miscncs and fruitriuoni). Bombast wai eager to hear his 
fathers quiet voice, taying Well Tbeophrastns, eleven yean 
u a long time. How have you fared and what have yvu accom 
pUihed? —pretending, as he wa**ure to do, that he had heard 
nothing of the Surgery Book, and the lustrous onflamme of 
recognition and renown that bad bunt upon its author like a 
second daWn to a singic day 

It was May 1538 when he came mto Vfllach and went to his 
laAcr’i houtc. He walked in shouting Hallol hallo!—where 
arc you, Githcr? Perhaps the old man was out, visiting the 
sick? Things aren t the tame hcr©-~ncw chairs and tables? 
And whos this? 

'Is Doctor WUhelm von Hohcnheim at home? 

Doctor Wilhelm von Hohenham?—hes been dead and 
buned these four yean 

‘ Dead-pbuned? ' 

‘ Ye*. He had a son, the famous Doctor Theophrastus Paracel 
ffus, but no one knowi what s become of him Maybe he 1 dead 
too, for he was a wicked ungodly man, they lay, and practised 
the Black Art—God help u*l The Devil may have taken him— ‘ 
you never know 

He found the grave m the churchyard, and all the golden 
glow of hij lately won fame ebbed away Learned professon 
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might shout his name fiom the housetops all he wanted was 
the gentle pat on the shoulder^ and the quiet ‘'Well done, 
Theophrastus”, from the man who, m yeais gone by, first 
taught him the names and virtues of plants and minerals, but 
could not follow his son’s Luminous Teaching. 

Doctor Wilhelm’s name was still held in high esteem in Vil- 
lach, and, some few days after his arnval, Bombast obtained a 
document from the magistrates, dated May 12, 1583, in the 
following terms: 

“We, the Magistrates, Council, and whole community of 
Villach, bear open testimony in this letter that the learned 
and famous Wilhelm Bombast von Hohenhcim, Licentiate of 
Medicine, lived amongst us in Villach for ihirty-two years 
and all the time of his residence led an honourable life. With 
good will we witness to his uprightness and to his just and 
blameless conduct, as it is incumbent onus to do. In 1534, on 
the birthday of our Beloved Lady, he departed this hfe here in 
Villach. May God the Almighty be merciful to Ins soul 

“Of the said Wilhelm Bombast von Hohenhcim, the most 
honourable and learned Herr Theophrastus Bombast von 
Hohenheira, Doctor in both Arts of Aledicme, is son by 
marriage and next heii, and was held by the aforesaid 
Wilhelm/Bombast von Hohcnheim for his son by maifiage 
and next heir 

“And that this letter may serve as absolutely trustworthy, 
we give it with ,the seal of the town of Villach appended.” 

By means of tins document Paracelsus not only established his 
tight to his father’s property, but, more important, secured his 
own good name by linking it to that of his father as “son by 
maiiiage and next heir”. For in spite of his fame as the author 
of the Chirurgia Magna, his knowledge of Medicine, and his many ^ 
cures, the poison-pen of Oponnus and his venomous tongue had 
done him some haiin. 
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A MESSAGE FROM THE 
FRINGE ARCHBISHOP 

Legal formalities connected with his father’s 
will dragged on and on, and it is said that, rather tlnn hang 
about doing nothing, Bombast accepted a temporary post as 
metallurgistmtheFuggera mmingnndcrtnlnngs ThcTn«rmgcrs 
were on the lookout for gold as well as the lead and silver for 
which the Lavanthal was femous He therefore made a careful 
study of the .mineral resources of Kanntbia, esprdnily the 
brooks and rivers containing deposits of metals washed down 
fixim the Mountains^ In this gold hunting he seems to have been 
suuwC*»faL Fme solid gold, he wrote, good and pure, which 
has been found by miners in the past, is to be found at the 
present time. 

During August 1538 he finished his Episiel ier Landschajl 
Keurnihen (Letter of the Gauntry of Kannthia) and sent it to 
the States of the Archduchy together with his book on tartanc 
diseases his against the calumnies of my ill wishers 

and the Labynnih, ic^uesting the States to have them published. 

A fortnight later he recent a-lctter of thnnkt from those of 
our members assembled at Klogenfurt, to the noble and famous 
Aureolus Theophrastus von Hobenheim, Doctor of Both 
Medicines, our very good finend and dear Master —all as 
sweet as cherry pic, you nodcc?—'assunng him that the 
Archduchy would most ccrtflinly ice to the early printing and 
pubUcation of his manusenpts 

And then? Nothing Not another word The States con 
tented themselves with their fine flourish, and never lifted a 
finger It was yean after his death before those w orks taw the 
light of day m prmL 

He waited rune months in and near Villach, hoping against 
hope. But there was nothing to hope for At Samt Vat, some 
httlc distance finm Villach, he practised as a doctor with great 
success. But, as usual, the remarkable cures resulting from his 
treatment to discredited the orthodox medirnl men fl^t all the 
old profesMoiial jeaburies broke out afireah. 
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One of his patients was Albert Basa, the King of Poland’s 
pnvate physician, who travelled from Poland to Saint Veit to 
consult him Another, whom the doctors had given up, begged 
him to go to his bedside. Paracelsus prescribed the proper 
medicines and then invited the invalid to dine \vith him the 
following day. 

‘^But, Doctor, how can I dine with you tomorrow? I’m so 
weak I cannot even stand on my feet As for eating I couldn’t 
touch a morsel I’m burning with fever, and sweating like a pig ” 

Paracelsus smiled. “Take the medicine and dine with me 
tomorrow,” he said. 

This the patient did, and cheerfully, for as he said tiventy- 
' four hours later “I never felt better in my life' ” 

But none of this did Theophrastus any good. The fierce spite 
that raged against him may be judged by what happened when 
he went to church at Villach. Every church in those parts had a 
fortified courtyard, or tabor^ against the inroads of the invading 
Turks. As he walked through this courtyard, to and from tlie 
church, he found himself jostled and openly insulted by irate' 
medical men from vanous parts of the country. They sneered, 
spat''over their shoulders, trod on his heels, and elbowed him 
out of the way. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon' I didn’t notice you ” 

“Who on earth is that Barbary Ape^” 

“Make way, Gentlemen, for the most learned Doctor Theo¬ 
phrastus the man who knows more than God Himself” 

Paracelsus turned away, weary and sick at heart. 

He left Villach, and drifted from place to place for some two 
years He was at Laibach'm Karniola towards the end of 1538, 
where he met Augustin Hirschvogel who did a portrait of him 
that he reproduced as an engraving Nearly all the woodcuts and 
engravings were taken from this original It became the recog¬ 
nised and standardised portrait of Paracelsus, and, for more 
than a century, was copied and recopied In 1540, wben Bom¬ 
bast seems to have been in Vienna for some time, Hirschvogel 
asked him to sit for him agam, and, he revised the onginal 
drawing 

The enormous domed forehead is there, huge as a Roc’s egg, 
with a fhnge of curlmg locks bunching at the back and sides, 
like a nest for the giant egg. The expression of settled melancholy 


f 
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anddecpsct sorrov* in thcitllJ bawUJceglanccof the cyxsw very 
different from the boyuh and ibghdy mirthful hauteur of 
hvcnt> t\vo )caTs ago He %vas now an old man" of 47, v^ith 
a body burnt out by the fpint s meteor ipecd Hirtchvogcl t 
1540 drawng ihoivj him clutching the hflt ofAzolh above the 
crosshandic wth one band, uhilc the other rests on the large 
orbUke pommel os though about to unscreu it and take there 
from a gram of the precious Labdamm High about his neck 
chngi the tight CtUngfigurc-of^ghlruff, imalland neat, mth a 
glimpse of the elaborately pleated ihlrt. And from the neck hangs 
the cord, or chain (ofgold?) wlh lU jewel dangling likealargc 
teardrop But all these dctoili together uith the plain slec%elcss 
overall jeiiin arc o\mhadot>*cd by that great dominating egg 
iheh of a brainpan—and the gncv'oux hurt and sorrow of the 

C>CSv 

For tome time now he had fdt rheumatics lUmng m his bones 
and the Syrian nckncsi «c^vlng in his blood and tiny agues 
ihtvcnng dotvn his spine, and the Black Choler douding up 
the mind all the beauty of the world gone mouldndgc, and 
every lo\‘cly thing curdW in calamitous despondency' 

Theophrastus he must have said to himself ' how the 
Quacks t\xmld quack! Don t you hear them cackling and 
squawking Phyiidan heal thyieir? ' But, how dilfrcult to 
lose hope to smother and extinguish the heart s joj, c\'cn wath 
the world gone sour, and the wretched corpus steadily deter 
loraung In his Defensumei he had wntteo 

, A youthful lover docs not balk at the most difRcuIt 
journey to gore on a beautiful girl or wtiman Hcn\ much less 
will he balk at toil and suchlike inconveniences for lo>c of 
the noblest of the arts? 

But he was no longer a youthful lover He was worn out 
Owing to his oivn unwavering devotion to the noblest of the 
arts —the Art of Mcdicmc—a subtle decline of the whole 
physical fiamc>vork and oil its parti, began to show itself 
The ihnvcUed, dead leaf pallor and frail porcelain trans¬ 
parency of the ihn, and the sensation of dwelling within a 
structure transformed from fiesh and blood to cobwebs-and 
dust, an airy fribnc so delicately umubstantial that the spring 
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■V 

sunshine of 1541 seemed to pour tlirough it and the slightest 
breath of air might waft it away, were sure signs of an alchemical 
change very different from tlic sudden onset of “old age” that 
had eome upon him fifteen years before 

He had, we know, compounded his own medicines for many 
years, handling m his danng laboratory expenments such 
dangerous substances as Mercury and Arseme, as well as many 
poisonous plants, such as Monkshood, Aconite or Wolfsbane, 
Opium-Poppy, Henbane, etc From these, and especially from 
the metals, a slow pi ocess of poisoning may have been at work. 

Gabriehs Glaudcn Shcdiasma, wnting of his premature 
death, says: 

“Some answer the objection that Paracelsus was not long- 
lived on physical grounds It is possible that his untimely 
death was due to taking tlie Elixir in too large and frequent 
doses, so that tlic native heat was stifled, as it were, by its 
supreme efficacy and penetrative viitue.” 

Thus, Paracelsus is supposed to have killed himself by taking 
the Eluar of Life “in too large and frequent doses”' That, 
perhaps, would not be an impossible thing to do given the 
Eluar, of course But why make him out to be such a turnip¬ 
headed clown ^ especially as he had wntteh in his Manual 
Concerning the Medmnal Philosophic Stone 

“And now it is necessary that I should write concermng 
the use of this''Medicine, and concermng its weight You 
must know that the dose of thi^ Medicmc is so small and so 
hght as is scarcely credible It should only be taken m wine, 
or something of that kind, and always in the smallest quantity 
on account of its celestial power, virtue, and efficacy.” 

( 

Plain as a wart on the back of your hand^ But anything he 
wrote can be charmed awayjust as easily by physiophantasists 
who much prefer their o\vn moonstruck mterpretations to the 
perfectly plainly stated Paracelsian truth. And while we are on 
this pomt it is mterestmg to note that, according to Basiho de 
Telepnef (1945), Doctor Bernhard Aschner, the Viennese 
editor of Paracelsus’s works (four volumes, 1926-1932), 
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tuccoafuHy tned out certain pieacnpHons left by the great 
physiaan' And this Austrian mcdic^ man of our mvn day 
thinks that Paracelsus had Bome notions of radioactivity’ 
and radio-therapeutics ivith its accompanying dangers and 
benefits {Paracelsiu A Short Ess^ Note 131 ZoUikofer, 
^\T\t Gallcn 1945) 

It IS supposed by some that Bombast was already suffering 
from some insidious disease, and that this finally brought about 
his physical death* Doctor J Strebel (1944) diagnoses tone 
state of hver combined ivlth asates (dropsy of the pentoneura), 
and kidncy-shnnkage Some ycara before, Karl Sudhoff diag 
nosed cancer of the Uver 

That 15 all very ^vcil, but Paracelsus himself wrote m A Book 
CiJt£enang Long Lift 

No causes death* And although the Ura coexist 

together, they are still no more to be compared one with the 
other than fire and water They are no more akin one to 
another nor do they agree better together Natural nefcness 
abhon death, and every member of the body avoids it* 
Death, then, 11 something distinct from disease. 

What about that for a Paracelnan atom bomb? No disease 
causes death, declares the Pnnee of Spagyruts, and makes his 
flwr hon SO emphatically that there is no loophole for doubt as 
to his meaning Remembering that Knaur 1 lexicon (Berlin, 

1939) »ay 3 

Paracelsus An outstanding physician many-sided en 
quircr into natural socnces, and mystical philosopher, 
founder of the modem art of pharmacology and thcra 
pcutics His ideas have recendy acquired great influence 
in medical sacnce once more ’ 

—it is no use modem medical men pcking out the bits and 
scraps from the Paracelnan teaching that they happen to agree 
withj or rather that happen to agree with the modem sacntific 
outlook No use because the very odds-and-endi that they cast 
aside as worthless may be just as valuable as the items they are 
able to accept. Perhaps more valuable* For <*Tamplc No 
disease causes death 
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All nght, It may be contended, but in one place Paracelsus 
asserts that “no disease causes dcatli”, while in another he 
speaks just as clearly of “diseases that cause death”. The 
explanation^ Perhaps it may be found in the balance between 
puhejaclio '‘Tcha' filthy'” (which is the natural cause of 
disease) and its opposite the restorative power of the Balsam 
of tlic Stars For if a doctor really “cured” disease by xloing 
away with tlic natural cause of it {pulrcfaclxo), he would do away 
with Life, and the physical carth*body would vanish out of 
mortal sight. It would be “cured” of Life! 

It follows, therefore, that it is possible to be “ill with health” 
a level or\dtal energy that has too high a “frequency-beat” 
to suit the particular individual 
Whatever the cause, Bombast w’as ill, or at least very' unfit. 
On March 2, 1540, he wrote from Klagcnfurt, in Kannlhia, to 
a distinguished patient tliat he could not possibly come to his 
sick-bcd, as urgently requested, “because of his own bodily 
debility”, and also because “he is just now' ivaiting for a certain 
written message of importance” That message, a call from the 
Prmce-Archbishop and Count Palatine, Duke Ernst of Bavana, 
to settle in Salzburg, finally reached him He W'as oveijoycd at 
this good fortune, for the Duke was a great loxcr of the Hermetic 
Sciences, and under his noble patronage and protection Para¬ 
celsus hoped to han'cst the fniits of his long labours, and who 
know's^ since hope feeds upon its oivn honcydew' regain health 
and strengtli to continue his w'ork 
It W'as the last lap of his life’s journey. 



CHAPTER TXXV 


GRUESOME REQUEST 

PniLIPPUS AUREOLUt THEOPHRASTUS BOHBAST 
\*on Hohcnhcim known as ParacclsUs the Great, Physician and 
Surgeon Philosopher, Astronomer, Pnnee of Spag>'mti 
Tnsmcgislus ofMcchamcal Arcana, and—^^■c must not forget— 
Professor of the Holy Scnpturci^ rode ilowly on horseback 
tosvards Salrburg He rode by stages, too frail now and 
body weary to visit the hot mcdianol spnngs of salt and sulphur 
that bubble and spout in this Alpmc region 

Was his body slumped m the saddle? His spirit lifted on a 
thermal current ^f celestial delight. He floated like a ivinged 
horseman high over the broken scarps, tJic v.'oodcd crags the 
sheer-cut 'walls of solid clialk, the wide green vallc>T 

He came into Salzburg from Ischal, in the heart of the SaJz 
Vammergut, in the budding month of May 1541 The air \vzs 
still, as though all heaven held its breath The iim streamed 
gently down. Death rode with him, yet—strange 1 —that Black 
Rider seemed to bring him greater life. Though his Iirabs >ytre 
as weak as those of a dying cockroach swept from a dust> 
kitchen comer mto a sunlit yard, hu Inward being sang \nth the 
invisible Stan And so he had no thought of death ns he came in 
eght of the Hohcn-Salzburg, the palace-fortress perched high 
upon its foursquare rock overlooking the town the anaent 
stronghold buUt by the pnnee archbuhops m 1077 

Here, in Salzburg, he took up hU al^c m a house at the 
comer of the PlStz^ on the nght bank of the n\er Salzach 
Thanks to the special interest token m his cxpenmcnti by Duke 
Ernst, his ivorkroom was fitted out vath a great fireplace on a 
flat stone hearth immediately opposite the door, as well as 
shelves and benches, and all things needful to an alchemical 
kitchen And very soon he was so taken up with these matters 
that he forgot his physical infirmities and imagined himself 
capable of greater cfTorti than his dwindling strength could 
accorapluh 

For some weeks he ^vcnt on with his studies, visited nearby 
patients and gave medical advice in ha ovm house He \vas 
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busy, also, wnting his meditations relating to the spiritual life, 
of which one was entitled • Concerning the Holy Trinity, written at 
Salzburg in expectation of the Eve of Our Dear Lady's Nativity It was 
never finished. 

Death, according to the Paracelsian teaching, is natural 
enough m Nature, and yet it is no more than a falhng to dust 
of the outward and visible form, not of the Life itself Life, 
Theophrastus taught, is opposed to death, and cannot be 
touched by it. Only the shell, the husk, the physical corpus is 
touched. Yet even this natural dissolution is unnatural in the 
Iliaster pnmus, the Balsam of Nature, and can, by spagync art, 
be renovated and restored, if not for ever, at least for hundreds 
of years This being so, is it hkely that he, the Prince of Spagy- 
nsts, would, or could, die a natural death in the ordinary course 
of events ? What, more “magical nonsense ” ^ ^ 

Of course, it is easy to brush aside the Paracelsian Magick 
and with it Paracelsus by exclaiming, with bawdy waggish^ 
ness mixed ivith irntability “Balsam' ” But that word, though 
entirely appropnate m its literal meamng, does not dispose of 
the matter. In The Greater Surgery, Part III, tract II, c 3, 
Theophrastus wrote 

“There IS, mdeed, difiused throughout aU things a Balsam 
created by God, without which putrefaction would immedi¬ 
ately set in . . Thus, m the physical body tliere is a natural 
congemtal Balsam, and if this were lacking the hvmg and 
complete man would not be safe firom putrefaction Nothmg 
removes this Balsam but death. But it differs from that 
eommonly called Balsam (which preserves a corpse from cor¬ 
ruption) m that the one is conservative of the hvmg, and the 
other of the dead 

And, in his Treasure of Treasures for Alchemists, he wrote 

“ Ihis is the tine and genuine Balsam, the Balsam of the 
Heavenly Stars, suffering no bodies to decay, nor allowing 
leprosy, gout, or dropsy to take root It is given m a dose of 
/one gram, if it has been fermented with Sulphur of Gold.” 

However, he was not yet on his deathbed, and his physical 
frame ghll fought agamst Life’s Enemy. No doubt the imnd 
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said I have much to do before I go But, m a -wordless man 
ncr he must have known that his spirit was being drawn gently 
away from his body by its own Star And when the spmt has 
decided to quit the body, the body's defences against death arc 
down. Nor can ihe driving will of thfc intellect give nc^v strength 
to the frihng corpus. Indeed every such effort amounts to no 
more than the flogging of an old and worn-out horse that is 
dying on its feet. 

Who 8 dying on his feet? bellowed a bull voice within 

Quiet, Bombast!—there js no remedy against death 
whispered Theophrastus 

Death?—who speaks of death? came the snorting shout 
of defiance. 

Too late, Old Blusterer 1 —^yonr body s done for Why not 
shp away and be at rest? 

Never! came the bull roaring response. Well fight 
Death—and wml Who says there s no remedy? With all our 
Alchemy—the Balsam of the Heavenly Stars—the Grand 
\ Magistmum^ our Phflosophers Mercury—the Ehxtr VUs} Sheer 
rubbish—this talk about death! Aureole—Theophrastus— 
what 8 wrong with you? You re in a blue funic Death is 9 ^ 
word. Arc we to be defeated by the word Deaih ? Where u that 
Perfect iTnflgtnation m the power of a Star? You re a couple of 
lilywhitc livercd hcc—both of you! Where s Paracelsus? Send 
for Paracelsus I 

All nght, all right You re still ahve, Bombast, aren t you— 
you re itfll breathing? Who s m a funk, and what s all the fuss 
about? We may live for years ] 

But the natural congenital Balsam” of the physical body 
was lacking and he knew it. 

And now we come to a httlc-known German legend of 
the last days of Paraccliua so strange, so gruesome, so im 
portant m its alchemical implications, and we may add, 
so bombastirnfiy m character with this Prince of Spagynsts 
that It can jio more be left out than his famous longsword, 

It is said that, when he settled m Salrburg Paracelsus made 
fiicnds with a young doctor who followed his tcaf'hmg so closely 
that he soon became a tniitcd and highly oteemed disciple. 
We do not know his namr but perhaps it was Doctor Andrec 
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Wendl, mentioned in Bombast’s last will and testament We 
will use that name. 

One day when he called in at the house at the corner of the 
Platzh young Doctor Wendl said 

“You’re looking better, Doctor von Hohenheim ” 

“I’m feehng better today, Andree Why don’t you call me 
iheophrastus^ The Brothers of Hermes have no need to stand 
on ceremony.” An'd then. “Sit down, Andree I want to talk 
to you ” i 

The young doctor sat, or perhaps leaned, upon the edge of a 
bench. 

“You’re a doctor, Andree. I think you know that I have not 
longtohve^” 

Like a wise man, Andree said nothing, but ^valted for Bom¬ 
bast to go on. 

“When my body is stiff and cold, there is something I want 
you to do ” 

“Oh, what is that^” 

“I want you to assist me in carrying out an alchemical 
experiment.” 

“An alcheimcal experiment^” Andree repeated slowly, 
bhnkmg “How shall I be able to assist you when you are 
dead?” 

“I want you to promise to cany out my wishes before you 
know what they are.” ' 

“Why should you want that^” asked the young doctor. 
“Because,” replied Bombast, picking his words, “it is some¬ 
thing that you may not care to do ” 

Andree considered for a moment. Then he said very 
quietly 

“You would not ask me to do anythmg that is wrong^” 
“And therefore,” said Paracelsus quickly, “you will under¬ 
take to do what I shall ask of you^ ” 

For a second or so Andree turned his face away, and seemed 
to stare at the nest of double-handled aludels standmg on the 
“subhihing oven” to the right of the fireplace. 

“Very well,” he said, without turning to look at Theo¬ 
phrastus “I will do whatever you wish me to do ” 

“Splendid' Excellent' Now my mind is at rest ” 

“I hope,” said Andree, in a voice that had a faltenng 
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fault 'm its low toned cadence, ‘ that it will be many years 
before I have to carry out your wishes, 

I hope BO, too, but I fear it cannot be long 
A hovenng silence spread its ivmgs between them 
And wh^ ' said Andrce at length unable to bear the sus¬ 
pense another moment, do you wish done? 

You have done a certain amount of surgery I beheve? 
Yes a certam amount.' 

' Including dissectmg, no d^ubt? i ^ 

Yes. 

I want my dead body dismembered and hacked to pieces 
Hachdtopiects^ Andreegasped m a borrorstnclen whisper 
But 

You have promised, Andrce, my good fhencL 
Yes, said the young doctor wth a sigh, I have promised 
How wise I ^vas to ciUact that promise from you before¬ 
hand 

Yes, Theophrastus, that was certainly ivuc—or, rather 
cimniiig 

But for that, you would have hesitated? 

I should have refused point blank, said Andrce 
Just os I thought. However, a dead body is nothing—a heap 
of rubbish But this is an alchemical operation of the utmost 
importance. Listen When you have cut up my body as a 
butcher chops up the carcass of a pig or a sheep you will place 
the several parts m a large ivoodcn box, or chest, that I have 
already prepared You understand? 

Yes I understand What then? 1 

Then you will close the hd of the chest and lock it, and ta ke 
the key with you Is that clcarV 

Quite clear What next? * ( 

' The several dismcrabered parts of my body must then be 
allowed to rcmam in the chest, where they wiD. rot as all dead 
bodies rot, , 

And the alchemical operation? Andrce enquired 
The rotting—the natural process of putrefactive fermen 
taUon—^must go on undisturbed until the morning of the third 
day / 

That is impossible, Theophrastus, People will ask about you 
The authorities will come to mvestigatc, for, as you know, it is 
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the unwritten law of the city of Salzburg that no more than 
twenty-four hours may elapse between death and bunal, and 
there is talk of makmg this custom legally binding by decree ” 
“Nonsense, Andree I shall arrange matters so that no one 
' will know that I have died except you and my servant, Clauss 
Frachmaier. If anyone notices that I am not seen about as 
usual, you wiU say that I have gone away for rest and qmet* 
that I was overworked and needed a change, and shall return 
in a day or two. That will be the truth Ha^ yes a change. A 
remarkable change when I return ” 

Very quietly, very slowly, very dehberately, young Doctor 
Wendl turned towards Paracelsus, leaned forward, and stared 
mto his eyes searchingly, looking for some sign of madness. 

When you return^ . . . This makes no sense at all, iheo- 
phrastus If I imderstand what you are saymg, your body will 
have been hacked to pieces and will be rotting in a wooden 
chest ^ “ 

“Nevertheless, do as I ask of you, and That which makes 
Sense will make a New Paracelsus.” 

“A New Paracelsus^ Are you is this some kind of joke^” 
“I was never more senous in my life,” Bombast rephed 
“I am utterly bewildered.” 

“Never nund about that, Andree You have promised to 
carry out my mstructions, and I shall hold you to that promise ” 
“What more is to be done m this giuesome business^” 
“Only one thing more On the mormng of the third day at 
daybreak, but not one moment before you are to unlock the 
chest and hft the hd. You will find me there ” 

“I shall need a handkerchief soaked in strong lavender-water 
tied over my nose ” 

“You will need nothing of the kind You wiU find me whole in^ 
body, as though asleep Peer into the chest, and you will see a 
Paracelsus that you have never seen before a youthful Para¬ 
celsus a young man of, say, 20 years of age But on no account 
touch me You understand^’’ 

“I understand your mstructions But what about the body 
that was dismembered and has since putrefied?” ^ 

“From that mass of rotting flesh and blood, the new Para¬ 
celsus will have been alchemicaUy reconstructed. Putrefactio 
Restitution 
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Well, Theophraitus, I—I may as well be honest, I do not 
believe a ■word of it 

No matter Do as I ask, and you shall bcc U wth your own 
eyes 

And this—this youthful Par*rMius—what ■will become of 
him? 

Stand by the open chest Say nothing In a little while he 
win ftir, as if from a deep sleep He will open his eyes, stretch 
his hmbs, and then climb out of the chat and clasp yon by the 
hand 

‘As though risen from the grave? 

Not as though Andree. He will have risen from the grave 
.—at least, from a land of coffin 

‘ Theophrastut, I don t like it I don t hkc it at alL 

You don t like the idea of this risen Parucclins? 

‘ It’s uncanny Horrible! 

Andree, are you more afraid of this new and "youthful 
Paracelsus thin of the task of dinncmbcnng the old, useless 
carcass? 

‘ No said Doctor Wcndl firmly quietly, detenmned to 
control and conceal his fear ‘ The truth is Ir—I don t bcheve 
what you are telling me Its against the laws of God and 
Nature 

If it >vcrc so Andree, it could not possibly hiappcn 

It will not happen Of that I am certain 

But "you wiD keep ■>'our promise faithfully? 

I will keep my promise faithfully—but it will not happen. 

All the same, do not be suipnsed if it does,’ 
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' NIGHT ATTACK 

Ihe whole thing is a fantastic story^ Of course it 
IS. The same may be said of Aladdin, or Little Two-Eyes, or 
Beauty and tlie Beast or Wayland Smith, or King Arthur, or 
the real-life legendary giant Tom Hickathnft. Legends are as 
much a part of histoiy in the sense that they are, in them¬ 
selves, facts as any other part. You may not beheve that Baron 
Karl Fnednch von Munchausen (1720-97) rode half his 
charger into battle when the other half had been lopped off, but 
you must believe that he told some very “tall stones” of his 
adventures as a German officer in the Russian service, and that 
Rudolf Erie Raspe (1737-97), a German mineralogist settled 
m England, elaborated some of the Baron’s smokeroom yams 
and published them under the title of The Adventures of Baron 
Munchausen And further to that no account of the hfe and 
mihtary exploits of Munchausen, no matter how well estab- 
hshed as facts, would be worth consideration if it left out the 
fact that the Baron -was given to drawing the longbow until it 
broke In fact, it is an historical fact that the real-life history of 
the Baron has vanished, and only his name hnked to his out¬ 
rageous Raspe-edited exaggerations remain In much the same 
way, Paracelsus stopped of the Paracelsian legends becomes 
(quite obviously, except to muggish minds) less factual and 
more of a legend If you want the real Paracelsus, you must 
swallow the legends as well as the other facts, and, if the legends 
produce indigestion there’s always bicarbonate of soda, and 
possibly a Paracelsian recipe to reheve chrome mental fact- 
fetishism ^ ' '' 

Well now, for some reason or otlier, Paracelsus seems to have 
removed from the house at the comer of the Platzl, and to have 
taken a room at The White Horse Inn, in the Keygasse Perhaps 
this was more suitable for the carrymg out of his last alchemical 
experiment It may have been that his new quarters had a 
convemCnt outhouse where he could store the wooden 
chest 
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He was not yet so ill that he could not get about. He still 
went for a wall, each day, slowly, taldng his time, and rcitmg 
often. We do not kno\v ^vhcrc these walks took bim, but—and 
now we come to another legend that seems to get rmr^d up with 
his last alchemical operation—the story goes that while he was 
standing on a ledge of high rocky ground not far from Salzburg, 
hired fiTOwins rushed at him and hurled him to the fern 
embedded chaos of spht boulders and craggy sphnters 
below 

Perhaps as he fell at breakneck speed, he noticed the first 
star m the velvet blue of twiht expansion and remarked how 
incredibly far away and diamond-sharp its pmpomt hght 
appeared And perhaps he had time to say to hinudf The 
m^cos have done tjua—m a moment 1 shall be dashed to 
pieces ’ 

Then—a hammcrblow on the back of the head and— 
unconsaousness 

But Bombast had at least two lives He bad, by supenor 
medical knowledge, outwitted his would be poisoner, and now 
despite the fact that be had sustained a fracture at the base of 
the skull, he managed—with Kasputm doggedness and en 
durance—to drag himself back to The White Hone Inn. If we 
can beheve m his miracle-working Lahdmumj we may suppose 
that, when he recovered consaoilsncss, he had just enough 
strength to unscrew the orblike pommel of A^lh and swallow 
a gram of that Grand Eloor and Sovereign Medicmc 

But he knc^v he was done for that he could not recover from 
this violent onslaught. And now, fora time, we break away from 
legend to kno^vn fact. 

On September ai, 1541, Samt Matthew’s Day Hans Kalb- 
sohr, the public notary of Salzburg and the foUmvmg six wit 
nesses came to his bedside at his request Melchior Sp 5 ch aty 
judge of Hcllcm Andrec Sctxnagcl Hans MOlbcrgcr Ruprccht 
Strobl Sebastian Gross, all of Salzburg, and Stefian Wagingcr 
ofRcichcnthal Bombast s servant, Qauss Frachmaicr ^va3also 
present. 

They assembled about the hour of noon and stood before his 
bed in which he lay propped up with pillows, Afrcr accurate 
dating and designation, the pubhc notary read out the first 
article of his last will and testament, as foEowi 
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“The most learned and honoured Master Theophrastus 
von Hohenheim, Doctor of Art and Medicme, weak m body 
and sitting in a camp bed, but clear in mind and of upnght 
heart . . . commits his life, death, and soul to the care and 
protection of Almighty God, in steadfast hope that the 
Eternal Merciful God will not allow the bitter suffenngs, 
martyrdom, and death of his only begotten Son, our 
Saviour Jesus Ghnst, to be fruitless and of no avail for him, a 
miserable man.” 

i heophrastus then gave directions about the bunal of his 
body that it should be carried to the Church of Saint Sebastian, 
beyond the bndge. the first, seventh, and twentieth psalms to be 
sung around it, and between the singing of each psalm a penny to 
be given to every poor man in front of the church (That does 
not tie-up very well with the legend of the chopped up carcass 
and the alchemical reconstruction of a new and youthful Para¬ 
celsus by spagync art, but legends are always full of loopholes 
and so are facts-, when closely examined. 

Pillow-propped on his camp bed, Paracelsus gave instruc¬ 
tions regarding certain small legacies To Master Andree 
Wendl, citizen and doctor of Salzburg, all his medical books, 
laboratory equipment and medicines, to be used by him during 
his lifetime. Much of this propeily was scattered about in 
various places, as Bombast’s will informed those whom it con¬ 
cerned For example two boxe/ full of books at Augsburg, 
another at Kromau, some personal bclongmgs at Leoben, and 
in other places in Karinthia His debts being paid first, 
and excepting some small money bequests, he left all 
his other possessions (that did not amount to very 
much) 

“To my heirs, the poor, miserable, needy people, 
those who have neither money nor provision, without 
favour or disfavour, poverty and want bemg the only 
qualification”. , 

He named his executors Masters Georg Teyssenberger and 
Michael Setznagel, to each of whom he left twelve gulden m 
com, and twelve gulden to each of the witnesses. When all due 
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legal terms had been inscribed, the witnesses put their signatures 
to the document, and this being done, Hans Kalbiohr the 
public notary, made his proper dwlnration and sign manual 
It is said that Paracelsus lived three days more withm the 
body that was so irrevocably shattered as a dwelling place for 
theipint 
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CHAPTER XXXVIl 

DEATH AND REAPPEARANCE^ 

I I I 

IHERE IS NOT, and cannot be, the shghtcst doubt that 
this Pnnce of Spagynsts (and Professor of the Holy Scnptures) 
this alchemist of alchemists believed utterly and absolutely 
m the “supreme”, “immortal”, “celestial”, and even “divine” 
power of his Arcana, Quintessences, Elixirs especially the 
Elixir of Life All his books, whether on Mcdicmc, Alchemy, 
Natural History, Philosophy, Magick, etc., proclaim and 
underline this belief It is no use our latter-day mystics and yogis 
of Tooting Bee, who have so kindly refuted his “habitual 
drunkenness” and filled his wneglass with tepid tap-water 
making a Theosophist of Theophrastus, and turning Bombast 
into a Stnet Baptist trying to transmute into transcendenta- 
hsm the Tnsmegistic Tincture Paracelsus was a practical 
alchemist, and his alembics were filled with actual chemical 
substances “ mechanical arcana ” not the wind of words and 
occult crypticisms 

In A Manual Concerning the Philosophers’ Stone, he wrote 

“It is, therefore, called, and really is, a Medicine blessed 
by God, that has not been revealed to all. It is better com¬ 
pounded than any dirty medicine that the stick-m-the-mud 
orthodox physician has in his go\\Ti, or has filtered through 
his fillet or hood But I did not find this Blessed Medicine in 
idleness, by sitting still, or by sloth Nor did I find it m a 
urinal, but by travelling or, as you say, by wandering and 
by much diligence and labour 

“Know, then, that Nature has given a certain thing where- 
m, as m a chest, are enclosed i, 2, 3, the virtue and power 
whereof suffice abundantly for preserving health, so that, 
after preparation, it drives away all imperfections, and is the 
veritable defence against old age This we name th6 Balsam ” 

Would It not be a strange thing if a practical alchemist, a 
Master of the Secret Art Paracelsus himself faded, at this 
final hour, to attempt to make use of this Blessed Medicme, 
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thu BaltAm ofLife? Now, turcly, m ihu his greatest need, v.ith 
Death 1 fingers already at his throat, was the moment to pnt 
Ins arcane laio\slcdge to the test? Not to do 10 would be entity 
out of character The man was a bold expenraentahst from first 
to last* It IS true that he had written 

We cannot rc\’cnc the la>vs of Nature, and whatever dies 
a natural death cannot be resusatnted by man* But man can 
mend what he himself has broLcn, and break that which he 
himself has made* 

This death, now fast overtaking his itn''t<“n corpus, was not 
natural, hut (according to tradition) designed by his enemies, 
and premature Why then, should he not attempt to mend 
that which man had broken? It w'ould be more fabulous than 
any of the fabulous legends of his last houn on earth if he just 
lay there on his camp-bed waiDng for death, tvith all his 
alchemical medianes near at hand 
We may suppose that he had everything in readiness for 
Doctor Wendi m the outhouse adjoining his room at The 
^Vh^te Horse Inn—a heavy oak chest ivith massive iron hinges, 
lock, and key, and the necessary surgeon 1 knives, saws, hatchet, 
etc*, together with q barber s bowL And yet, as the sand In the 
hourglass sifted in a tmy tneUe moment by moment, he may 
have begun to have doubts about the arrangemcnis for this last 
experiment* Not that he drew back from it, nor faltered In his 
resolve, but (we can hear his thoughts racing against time) 
Suppose Andrcc failed to keep his promuc? He might be 
taken ill—or he disturbed in the midst of the gruesome ivork— 
he might accomplish the ftrst part of the task, and then, for 
some reason forget to come and open the hd of the chest—he 
might be called away from Salzburg at the cntical moment, 
and only return after the bunol ? Anything might hap¬ 
pen \Vf^ Itact ai^lhxng lo ckanct? 

And now, one dcurc, and one only, gripped his mind and 
atiUed the twirhng spindrift of his thoughts a strange and (it 
may seem) temblc dearc for one lying on his deathbed —to 
TOitw kujouth—to hot—to ht AurtoU onct more! 

Yes, he would (as it might seem to those devoid of deeper 
knowledge) circumvent the course of^Naturc* He would cheat 
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his enemies and the wonns. What’ the same old Bombast, 
even at Death’s door the same old swaggcration^ 

Certainly Of course Why wait for death ^ He had the 
Philosophers’ Stone in his keeping, and from it he would if 
there was yet time ' bring forth the Grand Elixir, the Mctcutius 
Vita, the Balsam of Life that rejects Death Phoenix, Serpent’s 
'Brother, Spittle of Luna, Azot. The names of tlie Grand Magis- 
tenum throbbed in his cars sang, hummed, boomed buzzed 
like a bee in a bottle, as, his determination fixed, he eased him¬ 
self slowly out of bed One leg . . then the other Arc tliey legs 
those sticks of dned cinnamon^ Wliat a shrunken, mummified 
tortoise’ And this was Aureole this was Paracelsus^ . . . 
Wonderful I’m on my two feet at last Now then can I walk 
can I totter the five or six paces ’’ 

What am I looking for"? ah, yes, the Philosophers’ Stone 
Does not Zosimos the Panopohtan say “Receive this stone 
that IS not a stone, a precious thing that has no value, a thing of 
many shapes that has no shape, this unknown that is known to 
all’’? The Great Arcanum Alkahest, Flower of the Sun, 
Liquid Gold, Umversal Medicine Crown of Overcoming . . 
Have I strength enough to prepare this Substance exuberate, this 
Perfect Juice? Have I strength is there time? .. 

Perhaps the words of Arnold de ViUanova, that skilled 
alchemist and physician of Barcelona, came echoing loudly 
through the vast dark cavern of Bombast’s groping brain. 
“Our Medicine hath also power to heal all infirmity and diseases, 
both of inflammation and debility It turns an old man into a 
youth!'' 

Into a youth. But I’m so weak now so weak .. I’ve done 
It’ What a journey across the deserts of Mongolia five steps. 
Exhausted shaking like a leaf My wnting-desk I’m there I 
Constantinople Solomon Tnsmosmus the ivory box con¬ 
taining the Sophie Hydrolith, the Water-Stone of the Wise Is there 
wood for the small furnace, the Philosophers’ Dunghill? Have 
I strength to stoke it is there time . . Though it is called a 

Stone, It IS no more a stone than a Raindrop, and no more a 
raindrop than a Fine Powder, and no more a fine powder than 
a Breath of Perfume, and no more a breath of perfume than a 
Gleam of Sunhght . . . 

Interminable waiting. 



DEATH — AND REAPPEARANCE? '247 

He fdt hia spint mating ready to withdraw the body ready 
to give up the ghost—his muscles qinvcrmg lagging felt 
bimtclf going—slipping away 

Hold on} hold on/ he tnrf to shout, but his voice sounded 
hoIloWj hoarse, and far away 

By a supreme effort of will that almost burst asunder the seat 
of Reason, he kept body and soul together He groped for a 
rag a cloth, and found his lace-coIlarcd overshirt. With it he 
clutched the bubbling aludel in both hands and managed to 
lift It from the athanor 

Trcmblmg from head to foot with ciatement, anxiety, and 
physical weakness, he unstoppered the phial 

God—Pm goxng! 

The words came as a whisper, Iflcc wind nistimg dead grass. 
Nevertheless, he tipped the phial and swallowed a few drops 
The aludel, the Vase of the Philosophers, the Prison of ^e 
King, fell from his dithcnng fingen and shattered to a thousand 
fragments on the fldorboai^ Wth one last gust of strength he 
got to his feet and stai4fc,eicd to his camp-bed. Then the DaA 
ness of Death came down upon him and engulfed him. 

Suddenly, a surge of New Life, rushing in like a odal wave, 
recharged his poor dflapidatcd house of clay A million itan 
conjoined, and burst mto a roulti solar He wot made 

anew—he was a Hew Maul He looked about him with a vision so 
crystal-clear so penetratmg that he sprang up like a startled 
animal. The fabled Phoenix, rising firom the ashes of its fire- 
altar m the Arabian wlldcmcn, was not more marvcUoiuly 
rquvcnated, Ht was AureoU once mort! 

He strode across to the Venetian mirror hanging above the 
medidnc-chcst—and seemed to bounce and float, light as a 
bubble. He took that to be a mental reaction, an fllonon due to 
the potency of the Fflnr He stared mto the mirror and law— 
nothing but the room! He was not r^ected Not reflected? Why, 
there he was, lymg auu&s the bed at the other side of the room, 
ihrunVcn, palhd— dead. 

Dead? He was out of his body? Yet he felt solid enough 
in perfect health a young man filled with the fire of youth 
He turned and looked at his own dead body Paracelsus young 
and full of life i vigour, looked at Paracelsus dead prematurely 
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aged, wrinkled, wasted. Gan a man have two bodies one dead, 
and one astoundingly a live ^ , Clearly, something had gone 
wrong with this expenment. The Elixir should have reju¬ 
venated the body that now lay stifFemng “Our Medicine hath 
power to heal all infirmity and diseases . It turns an old man into 
a youth.” Certainly, he was no longer “an old man” (of 48'), 
but a youth of 20, or 25, in the full blast of his strength And 
then, m a jSash, he understood what had happened The worms 
would get what was due to them, for, all unknown to him at the 
time, his spirit was already out of its tabernacle when he swal¬ 
lowed the Elixir Only an automatic will-power had dnven the 
wretched mechamsm of skin, bone, and gnstle to the act of 
swallowing. 

!lhe sudden onslaught of New Vigour breaking upon that 
frail and battered shell had, in fact, extinguished the last feeble 
flicker of hfe that yet remained. It was too much for it Too 
much for that empty, fragile, fractured, and overworked carcass 
Had he been present within it, all would have gone according 
to alchemical procedure The flesh-and-blood tenement would 
have been restored As it was, the inflooding Energy of Eternal 
Youth surging from the Fdunt of Immortahty, put it out of 
action for ever killed by the Forces of Life’ 

Thus, he now found himself dead yet most marvellously 
alive clothed in a New and Glorified Body of invisible Light 
All unwittingly he had achieved, in the elements of the Quintes¬ 
sence of Life, the chemistry of the Resurrection before the Day 
of Resurrection. And he realised that, having done this, he 
stood, as it were, m an alleyw^ay of Time and Space between 
this world and the worlds beyond that mterpenetrate its fabric 
A New Heaven, a New Earth, a New Man >. 

At that moment Doctor Andree Wendl tapped at the door 
and walked in 

“Look, Andree’ I have done it without your help.” 

No use Andree went over to the dead body lying on the 
camp-bed, bent over it, looked mto the eyes, touched the nght 
hand, then straightened himself up. 

“Aren’tyou gladyou won’t have to keep your promise'^” 

Doctor Wendl turned towards the door leading into the yard 
As he lifted the latch, '1 heophrastus said 

“ jVo need to bother, Andree Don’tjou hear what I say’*” 
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Tatung no notice, the young doctor went through the yard 
into the outhouse, Theophrastus '‘followed him Andree ex 
amincd tiic chest, the wooden bench, knives, hatchet, laws 
Then he Slid aloud H m this is going to be-a nasty job 
and wmt back to the room 

Andru!''^ Bombast shouted m a loud voice. * LuUnl There 
IS tw -need td do whai jou pwnustd I have already corned out the 
alchemical operation succtsrftdlj Don i jou see me standvig here? 

Qjnte usdess Andree looked straight through Theophrastus 
as though he Wd been made of nothing more substantial than 
the first tremor of the dawnbreeze over the Hohen Salzburg 
on a snmmer'i day Then he stopped to «nminc the pool of 
hquid soaking Into the floorboaids 

The phial slippedfrom oy hand, Andru But—the Eltxv workedl 
Bombast cned ftnumphandy 

Andree stood up glanced at the corpse on the bed then back 
to the broken glass and the spilled AJkohest. H m, he said 
quietly to himself if it was the Great Arcanum the JEHixtr 
irts —which I doubt—it was a failure. * 

‘ Failure? Bombast shouted, conung close to him. It was a 
staggervig success/ Can tyou see, Andree—are you blind? 

Then, nodding his head slowly, as a man does who has hit 
upon the one and only satisfactory solution to a nddJc, he said 
Poison The pain was too much Well, I suppose I must 
keep ray promise. He strode over to the bed, gathered the dead 
body in ^ arms, and went shuffling with it into the outhouse 
In a pflmr Bombast b^owrd Andree! Andru! don t be 
such a damned fool! ^ 

But already be had laid the dead body upon the bench add 
was at work with the surgeon s knife and the hacksaw The 
new and youthful Paracelsus clutched his arm in a frenzy of 
horror—but hia hand passed through ha body, and his own 
dead body, as though it passed through smoke. And this New 
Paracelsus fled away fiom that place—or rather the sudden 
convulsive impact of horror ovcrtnlnng horror, swept him away 
as a fish u rvept away in the onrushing depths of the waves 
For tha new and resplendent body m which he now found 
himsclfi built of the finer particles of Light, responded instahtly 
to every eddy and swirl of the impulses 
Perhaps the new youthful and invisible Paracelsus i,vas 
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aged, wrinkled, wasted. Can a man have two bodies* one dead, 
and one astoundingly ahve^ , Clearly, something had gone 
wrong with this expenment. Ihe Ehxir should have reju¬ 
venated the body that now lay stiffening “Our Medicine hath 
power to heal all infirmity and dueases . It turns an old man into 
ayouthi’ Certainly, he was no longer “an old man” (of 48'), 
but a youth of 20, or 25, m the full blast of his strength And 
then, m a jBash, he understood what had happened The worms 
would get what was due to them, for, all unknown to him at the 
time, his spirit was already out of its tabernacle when he swal¬ 
lowed the Elixir Only an automatic will-power had driven the 
wretched mechamsm of skin, bone, and giistle to the act of 
swallowmg. 

The sudden onslaught of New Vigour breaking upon that 
frail and battered shell had, in fact, extingushed the last feeble 
flicker of hfe that yet remained. It was too much for it. Too 
much for that empty, fragile, fractured, and overworked carcass 
Had he been present within it, all would have gone according 
to alchemical procedure The flesh-and-blood tenement would 
have been restored AlS it was, the inflooding Energy of Eternal 
Youth surgmg from the Fdunt of Immortahty, put it out of 
action for ever killed by the Forces of Life’ 

Thus, he now found himself dead yet most marvellously 
ahve clothed m a New and Glonfied Body of invisible Light 
All unwittingly he had achieved, in the elements of the Quintes¬ 
sence of Life, the chemistry of the Resurrection before the Day 
of Resurrection And he realised that, having done this, he 
stood, as It were, m an alleyway of Time and Space between 
this world and the worlds beyond that mterpenetrate its fabnc. 
A New Heaven, a New Earth, a New Man ,. . 

At that moment Doctor Andree Wendl tapped at the door 
and walked in. 

“Look, Andree’ I have done it without your help ” 

No use Andree went over to the dead body, lying on the 
camp-bed, bent over it, looked into the eyes, touched the right 
hand, then straightened himself up 

“Aren’t you glad you won’t have to keep your promise’’” 

Doctor Wendl turned towards the door leading into the yard. 
As he hfted the latch, iheophrastus said 

“ jVo need to bother, Andree. Don’tyou hear what I say’”’ 



DEATH — AND RE AP P E AH AN 0 E ? 449 

Taloug DO notice, the young doctor went through the yard 
into the outhouse, Theophrastus'followed him, Andrcc ex 
pmlned tke chest, the wooden bench, knives, hatchet, saws 
Then he uid aloud this is going to be-a nasty job 

and wait back to the room. 

AndrulX Bombast shouted in a loud voice, LisUnl Thtre 
u no rued w do what jou pjQnuttd* I kav4 alrtadj earned out the 
akhermeal operation successfully Don t you set me sUm£Ag here} 
Qpite usdeo Andrec looked straight through Theophrastus 
as though he ^ad been made of nothing more substantial than 
the fint trembr of the dawnbreeze ova the Hohen Salzburg 
on a summer’s day Then he stopped to examine the pool of 
hquld soaking into "the floorboards 

Thepkud slippedfrom ny kand^ Andret Bui—the Eltxxr workedl 
Bombast cned itnumphandy 

Andrcc stood up, glanced at the corpse on the bed, then back 
to the broken glass and the spilled Alknhcst H m ' he said 
quietly to hixmclfi if it was the Grtat Arcanum the Elvar 
^hich I doubt—It was a failure,’ 

FoUurt?'' Bombast shouted, coming close to him. It im a 
siaggermg success! Can t you Ajtdru—are you hlind? 

Then, nodding his head slowly, os a man docs who has hit 
upon the one and only satisfactory solution to a nddle, he aald 
Poison The pam was too much. Well, I suppose I must 
keep my promise. He strode ova to the bed gather^ the dead 
body in ^ arms, and went shuffling with it mto the outhouse. 
In a pamc. Bombast bdlowcd Andxu! Andns! don t be 
such a dasruitdfool! ^ .. 

But already he had laid the dead body upon the bench arid 
was at work with the surgeon s knife and the hacksaw The 
new and youthful Paracelsus clutched his arm in a firenzy of 
horror—but his hand passed through hia body, and his own 
dead body, as though it passed through imokc. And this New 
Paracelsus fled away from that place—or ratha, tbe sudden 
convulsive impact of horror ovcrtnkmg horror, swept him away, 
as a fish is swept away in the onnishing depths the waves 
For this new and resplendent body in which he now found 
him*clfi built of the fina particles of Light, responded instahtly 
to every eddy and swirl of the ImpuUea, 

Perhaps the new youthful and mvisible Paracelsus was 
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present when Andree Wendl came to unlock the wooden chest 
on the mormng of the third day He came in good time: in 
fact, too early. We hear him saying “An hour or so, oneway 
or the other, can’t make much difference. The whole thing’s 
absurd impossible I’m afraid his mental Taculties were 
affected years of overwork and lack of sleep. Still, I shall have 
kept my promise ” And perhaps the Invisible Paracelsus shouted 
mto his ear 

“Ab, Andree^ you won’t have kept it. Wait wait you’ve come 
too soon’ for God's sake wait’ ” 

Andree heard nothing except the grmd and creak of the 
rusty key in the rusty lock of the oak chest Gunosity and 
disbehef had got the better of him He was hke Bluebeard’s 
wife when she thought her husband was out of the way By 
the light of a guttenng candle he hfted the hd and peered 
within he whispered. His hands trembled bis 

nerves were aU strung up Instead of a revolting mass of rotting 
human flesh, there before him lay a youth a youthful Para¬ 
celsus, about 20 years of age, seenungly asleep. He did not see 
another youthful Paracelsus standing by his side a Paracelsus 
who W2LS ageless, and invisible, compounded all of Light 
“dark light” He saw only the youth m the chest 

“It’s a nuracle'” said Andree to himself, softly, as though 
afraid of waking the sleeper “Every limb perfect . except 
except good God’ ” 

He saw it now the flaw. Part of the cramum not qmte 
completed hke a broken egg-shell spun across -with an mtncate 
lacework of seim-lummous filaments* a fine fihgree of woven 
threads, a dehcate membrane of hving tissues that throbbed 
and glowed, filhng the cavity with a pulsing finespun network 
of some faintly starht substance . . 

But now, at this moment not more than three minutes after 
lifting the hd something ternble was happening to that youth¬ 
ful Paracelsus . . . 

A longdrawn sigh came from the'full hps ... i he eyes opened 
rolled hoi iibly, and turned up i he fresh peach-bloom colour 
faded from the plump, almost femimne face A shght paroxysm 
shook him from head to foot A death-dew sprang out upon his 
smooth, domelike forehead The steady rise and fall of his 
breathing stopped He no longer slept hke a Sleeping Beauty 
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or rather, a sleeping Pnnee Chanmng He was \vaEcn, nenv, 
and ivory pale. He was dead. 

May God forgive me! I was an hour too lOon I have 
murdered PanuHsiis ’ 

But Andree s sob-choked words were stifled by the fearful 
change that now overtook the youthful corpse, 'ITie splendid, 
giancmg-eagle eyes sank deeply into their sockets, the checks 
fell in, the full lipi became shn\clJcti and bloodless, the great 
bull neck was once again a scrawny tangle, the enormous 
domed head almost bald, and—there was no sign of the un 
finished cramum The alchemically reconstructed Paracelsus 
was nmv the pioful corpse of —^Paracelsus—just as it tvas before, 
old before his time, drawm with luflenng, physically broken 
beyond all help wath a fracture at the base of the ikuU 

This sudden detenorauon, from the bloom of youth back to a 
wthered husk, 10 shork^ Andrcc that he shook like a stalk of 
doddci^ioss. 

Merciful God! he whispered *\Vhat next ? and 
made a dash for the yard-door, and so through the room and 
out of The White Horse Inn 

So much for the legend, take it or leave it, which I have ccr 
tainly improved upon in the telling Let us doivic the Dcry gUra 
of that which is os yet, impossible and, smashing the ever 
lasting lamp of OhnsDan Rosenkreuz at a blow, fade into the 
light of common day* We shall know where we arc then, shan’t 
we? 

Singing do you hear them siDgmg m the church of Saint 
Scbastian-bcyond ihc-bndgc? 

“Hr shall b$ Uke a tree planted bj the nvers of waifft that brwgelh 
forth hts fruit in dus season 

His leaf also shall not wither and look^ whatsoever he doeth^ it 
shall prosper 

Now they are giving a penny to every poor man standmg in 
front of the chur^ 

strength eometh from Gad^ who prtserveth the upright ta 

heart 

Another penny 13 given to every poor man standing without. 

I will magm^ thee 0 Lord^for thou hast set me up, and hast not 
made n^foes to triumph over me 0 Lord, thou hast brought up 
rr^ soul Jnm the grave thou hast kept me elxve ’ 
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Is there an Invisible Paracelsus singing wth them or is 
that much too magical^ 

^'Heaviness may endure for a night but joy cometh in the morning 
. . . Lordy be thou my helper Thou hast turned my mourning into 
dancing, thou hast put off my sackcloth^ and girded me with gladness ” 

The candles seem to burn with a brighter light but perhaps 
that’s only because they need snuffing^ 

'^0 my God, I will give thanks unto thee for ever.^' 

Once more every poor man standing in the churchyard is 
given a penny 

Now the city clerks arc taking an inventory of the personal 
belongings of the late Doctor Theophrastus von Hohcnheim. 
They do not find much in his room at The White Horse Inn A 
BiblCj a New Testament, tlic Commentaries of Saint Jerome on 
the Gospels, a volume on Medicine, and seven manusenpts. 
Some fairly good clothing, anyhoiv. three coats of velvet, and 
two of damask, a pair of riding boots, a cloak, a fur-tnmmcd 
cap, five ovcrshirts of fine linen with lace ruffs But the famous 
longsword, Azoth, is not mentioned, it seems No one knows 
what became of it Perhaps it vanished away as they stretched 
a hand to pick it up^ (No, no, that’s much too Excahbur I’m 
sorry ) Well, that seems to be about all, except for some odds 
and ends of alchemical apparatus. 

That’s a mason at work upon a slab of red marble. It was 
ordered by Michael Setznagcl, one of Bombast’s executors, to 
be placed at the head of the grave The inscnption reads 

I 

HERE LIES BURIED 

PHILIP THEOPHRASTUS 

THE FAMED DOCTOR OF MEDICINE 
WHO CORED WOUNDS, LEPROSY, GOUT, DROPSY 
AND OTHER INCURABLE DISEASES OF THE BODY 

WllH WONDERFUL KNOWTCEDGE AND GAVE HIS GOODS TO BE 
DIVIDED AND DISTRIBUTED TO THE POOR 
IN THE YEAR I541 ON THE 24TH DAY OF SEPTEMBER 
HE EXCHANGED LIFE FOR DEATH 

“Exchanged Death for Life,” it Should read, but those who 
drafted this inscription were evidently ignorant of the teaching 
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of Paracclixis, Under the inscription is limned the coat-of arms 
of the Bombasts a bend argent, or bar of sflvcr upon which arc 
ranged three black roundels, or pellets Below arc the words 

To thi Ixmng Pece*, to the sepulchred EUmal Rest 

Some say that Paracelsus drank pure alcohol m mistake for 
the PliTir of Life, and died Others maintam that, on the con 
trary he drank the true Flnnr and not only lived, but sdll 
hves and that Paracelsus, havmg attained to the secret of 
the Eitxtr ViiM by alchemical art, reappeart^d centunes after 
his death and has been seen and recognised from time to time 
mvanous parts of the earth ^ Othen have it that he sat propped 
in his camp-bed and died a commonplace death, like any 
ordinary mortal. Bombast himself had something to say about 
death that is worth pondering « i 

What ts Death? It is that which takes the Life away 
ftom us It IS the separation of the Immortal frt>m the mortal 
part It IS also that which awakens us and returns to us that 
which It has taken frcim us 

And thus Paracelsus was awakened from the strange lam 
poomng mghtmarc of earth-existence, and that which death 
had iflkrn was returned to him 

Immortal Paracelsus— always drwtk, alw^ lucid! 

Drunk on the Dewdnnk of the Stan 



